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The Autobiography 


If you prick us, do we not bleed? 

If you tickle us, do we not laugh? 

If you poison us, do we not die? 

And if you wrong us, shall we not revenge? 
William Shakespeare’s Merchant of Venice 


Act II, Scene I 


Sometimes you have to give people a taste 
of their own medicine. 


Anon 


PROLOGUE 


was sitting at his desk, a cigarette between his lips, gloomily 
mulling over a phone call he’d just received from a woman indicating 
she was in need of his services. As long as they could afford his fee, 
he was always ready to help. 

Moments later, there was a knock on his door. He sighed, snuffed out his 
cigarette, and asked his caller to come in. A tall brunette woman entered the office. 
She moved towards him with the grace of a model. 

‘Mr Kilner?’ she asked in a posh accent. 

‘As engraved on the glass door, Ryan Kilner at your service,’ he said, 
proudly. 

‘Dyane... Dyane Singh-Trevis... We talked on the phone a moment ago. 
Thank you for agreeing to see me at such short notice.’ 


Ryan studied her, his heart caught in his throat for a moment. Jt is unfair for 
such a young, beautiful woman to be in trouble, he murmured. 

‘I am always keen to help a damsel in distress,’ Ryan Kilner said as he stood 
up. 

‘I am so pleased to hear it.’ 

‘Do sit down,’ Ryan said, indicating a camel imitation leather couch. ‘Can I 
get you... a brandy...an aperitif...?’ he asked as he moved towards his drink cabinet. 

‘No thank you,’ Dyane replied. 

Ryan raised his shoulders and poured himself a Cognac. ‘So what can I do 
for you?’ 

‘TIl come straight to the point. I want you to kill someone for me.’ 

‘Oh right,’ Ryan said with a grimace. ‘You certainly don’t beat about the 
bush, Miss Trevis.’ 

‘Mrs actually.’ 

‘Oh, I beg your pardon, ma’am... um... can I ask you a simple question?’ 

‘Go ahead.’ 

“Are you insane?’ 

‘Ah ha!’ Dyane grinned. ‘I can understand why you would think that, but I 
can assure you that I am not.’ 

‘Hmmm...’ Ryan went to sit down at his desk, pondered for a moment and 
then said, ‘killing is such a terminal act... so who is it that you want me to murder?’ 

‘My husband,’ Dyane responded without hesitation. 

‘Wow!’ Ryan shook his head. ‘Wouldn’t it be simpler to just divorce him?’ 

‘That would normally be a civilised arrangement but not in this case.’ 

‘I see. Okay, I will need some information.’ 


Dyane handed Ryan a grey envelope. 


‘Inside you will find all the information you will need.’ 


Holding the envelope in one hand, Ryan gazed at Dyane for a second or two 
and then tore open the envelope. He pulled out a photograph clipped to a four-page 
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dossier. Dyane watched Ryan gaze at the photograph and then flick through the pages; 
his expression gave no clue as to what he was thinking. 

‘Erhm...your husband must have really upset you for you to want him 
dead?’ 

“Let’s just call it a case of an eye for an eye...’ 

‘..and a tooth for a tooth, Ryan completed the idiom—cockily 
demonstrating his awareness of that commandment from the Book of Exodus 
21:23-27 expressing the principle of reciprocal justice measure for measure. 


After a long pause, Dyane asked, seriously, ‘I understand you are very good 
at what you do, and I’ll pay you handsomely... So, will you do the job?’ 

‘Yes, but it will cost you a million pounds—half up front and the other half 
when the job is done.’ 

‘That’s rather high, don’t you think?’ 

‘This is very high risk,’ Ryan replied. 

‘Hmmm...Okay, you are hired,’ Dyane said. ‘Let me have your bank details 
and by tomorrow morning half a million pounds will be deposited in your account.’ 

‘Erhm... I would prefer you get the money out and let me have cash.’ 

Dyane frowned. ‘I don’t understand you, you’ll have to deposit the money in 
your account... surely you are not thinking of keeping it in the house, are you?’ 

‘Cash please, if you want my service,’ Ryan insisted. 


Dyane could see there was no point in arguing. 

“Alright, my chauffeur will bring the money to you.’ 

Ryan shook his head. ‘Let’s keep it between us, shall we...? You bring it.’ 

‘Alright, alright, let’s see now’... After some thought, ‘how about you come 
and see me tomorrow, no sorry the day after tomorrow at six p.m. sharp and P’Il have 
the money ready for you?’ Dyane said. ‘The address is in the envelope I just gave 
you.’ 

‘Agreed.’ 


Having set the ball rolling, Dyane left. 2 
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CHAPTER ONE 


hen Dyane had returned to her house, she went straight into the 

(INE troom locked the door and took a bunch of newspaper clippings 

out of the dresser. She laid them out on the bed before her and 

studied them. There was a photograph of her husband Dani Trevis. He looked exactly 

as she remembered him. Dyane looked at it for a long moment. If anything the image 

in her mind was clearer than the image in the newspaper, for Dani was more alive in 

her mind than he was in reality. There wasn’t a day that had gone by that Dyane did 

not relive the past with him. Everything was so vivid that she was able to pluck scenes 

at will and play them, thus keeping the memories alive and fresh. They were married 
for ten long years. 

Dyane turned her attention to the woman standing next to Dani and couldn’t 
help feeling hatred for the woman’s beauty, her youth, her pretty smile, but most of all 
because she was her identical twin sister, Anushka who, six months ago, took her 
husband away from her. Now the two sisters, who lived in their own houses on the 
opposite side of the road, were enemies. So much so, that Dyane was determined to 
take away Anushka’s smile by destroying Dani—a self-made billionaire. Everyday 
when Dani came back from work, instead of putting his car in the driveway on the left 
which he had done for the last ten years, he parked it in the driveway opposite on the 
right. If Dyane and Dani happened to see each other they would smile awkwardly at 
each other pretending to be good neighbours. 
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That day, hours later, Dyane’s chauffeur David Carr knocked on her 
bedroom door, but she told him to go away. David, a thirty-nine year old married man 
with three kids, who if given the chance didn’t mind playing away, went back to the 
car, apprehensive about his boss, but when Dyane finally emerged, she seemed 
unusually bright and joyous, as though she had just won the lottery. 

‘Drive me to town will you,’ she ordered. 


David opened the back door of the Mercedes for her to get in. After a 
shopping spree, that evening Dyane made passionate love to David pretending he was 
Dani. Later David lay in bed unable to believe that he had just made love to his 
beautiful boss and could not understand how that had come about, but he was not 
complaining. In fact he visualised a different relationship thereafter with Dyane. 


Kk ok 


During the night Dyane had a dream about a faceless man torturing her with 
an electric probe, making burn holes on her naked body. The man kept questioning 
her whilst probing her and all she could do was scream with pain. Suddenly she woke 
up in a cold sweat, her heart pounding and turned on the bedside lamp. She lit a 


cigarette with trembling fingers and tried to steady her nerves. Was the dream a 
premonition, a warning not to hurt Dani? She lay in bed remembering how loving 
and supportive Dani had been during their relationship. He had showered her with 
expensive gifts. Previous boyfriends had done more important things for her than he 
had, yet Dyane felt more affectionate towards him. Others had wanted something 
from her, whilst Dani had never asked her for anything and was always giving. 

The problem was that Dyane did not give as much as she should have. By 
the time she came to realise it, it was too late. Her twin sister Anushka had already 
stolen him from her. 


Kk K 


The following morning Dyane was attending a garden party. The host was 
no other than millionaire Jonathan Milner with a collection of A-LIST guests — 
political leaders, celebrities, bankers, and a bevy of gorgeous women acting as social 
secretaries mainly for the foreign businessmen who were amongst the invitees. 

David Carr had expected he would be her escort to the party, but Dyane had 
quickly reminded him that he was nothing more than her chauffeur and what had 
taken place between them was a one off event that would never be repeated, and that 
he would be wise to erase it from his memory. 

Of course, David Carr quickly realised that he had been used and when he 
questioned Dyane about it, he was shamelessly shouted down and warned that if he 
wanted to keep his job he was never to mention their sexual encounter to anyone. 

At the party, fifteen minutes before lunch was served, a new guest walked in 
and the moment Dyane saw him she walked over to the host and discretely pointing to 
the new arrival she asked, ‘Who is that man?’ 

‘That is Michael Grant, a Member of Parliament.’ 

‘Oh that’s him. I’ve always wanted to make his acquaintance. Do me a 
favour Jonathan, introduce me to him.’ 
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Michael Grant was UK’s Deputy Prime Minister, Secretary of State for 
Justice, and Lord Chancellor. He was in his forties with a touch of white hair and 
broad shoulders. He was fairly tall with a handsome face, but he would have stood out 
in a crowd in any case, for he had an unusual dimple and piercing blue eyes that 
missed nothing. Grant had an opinion on almost anything and regularly contributed to 
a column in the Guardian newspaper. He had also written three novels on crime. Now 
that Dyane had been introduced to him, they sat and had lunch together. 

‘I like your books. I’ve just finished reading your last one. I loved it,’ Dyane 
revealed. 

Grant’s face lit up. ‘I’m glad to hear it.’ 

‘I just happen to have a copy with me. Would you sign it?’ 


Dyane put a hand in her handbag and produced a paperback version of 
Grant’s third novel. ‘I wish I could write as well as you. My first effort was not that 
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good.’ 

Grant frowned, and then sighed resignedly. ‘I’m sad to hear that! Ah, well, 
don’t give up. I would not mind reading what you have written. I may be able to give 
you some pointers.’ 

‘Oh, would you do that? That would be terrific!’ Dyane said. ‘But be 
careful, I am a fast learner. With your help I might become a best seller just like you. 
However, I am not very good at creating plots. That is the area where my publisher 
says I need to work harder.’ 

Grant shrugged. ‘It is not as difficult as you seem to think.’ 

‘It isn’t?’ Dyane replied, looking surprised. ‘The ability to use my 
imagination in the way you do, is a miracle to me.’ She displayed an embarrassing 
laugh. ‘How do you do it?’ 

‘Oh!’ Grant said politely. 

‘Now that is where I’m stuck.’ 


Dyane took a deep breath and then looked around the table. All the other 
guests were engrossed in their own conversations. She leaned towards Michael Grant 
and whispered in his ear. ‘I have a situation where my heroine is thinking of killing 
her husband. He is cheating with another woman you see...’ 

‘Ah ha!’ The big man sat there, playing with his knife and fork, drumming 
them against a glass. Then he said, ‘Easy. Don’t let your heroine do it herself because 
she would be the prime suspect. Get her to hire someone else, a professional killer.’ 

Dyane sighed and said, ‘There is a snag. The heroine is frightened that if the 
killer is caught, to save his skin he would grass on her.’ 

Grant suddenly stopped the drumming. There was a long pause and then he 
said, ‘Get two killers?’ 

‘Oh!’ 

‘Then get your heroine to hire the second killer to murder the first one. 
Problem solved.’ 

‘Hmmm... that would work. That’s what they did with J.F.K isn’t?’ 

“Your heroine,’ Grant said, without looking at Dyane, ‘is she pretty?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Erhm... as pretty as you?’ 

‘Yes, prettier in fact.’ 

‘Supposing,’ he said, ‘your heroine befriended the second killer, like getting 
him to fall for her. Is that possible?’ 

Dyane turned to look at him, but he avoided her eyes. ‘Yes.’ 

‘All right, then. Have her make a rendezvous with the second killer, as if 
they are going on a blind date. They then drive off to spend a dirty weekend in a 
bungalow by the sea where they make passionate love to each other. Your heroine 
must then persuade the second killer that her life is being threatened by the first killer. 
She must make him jealous enough that he would kill to protect her.’ 

‘After he has killed for her,’ Dyane asked disapprovingly, ‘would he not 
want to continue the affair?’ 

Michael Grant took a sip of wine, quietly lost in thought. Finally he said, 
‘Not necessarily.’ 


They spoke for five minutes more, keeping their voices low, and when they 
had finished, Grant said, ‘Good luck.’ And added, ‘don’t forget to send me a copy of 
the script when it’s done.’ 


He bid her farewell and left. 


Kk k 


Late in the evening Ryan Kilner, as previously arranged, appeared at what 
he thought was Dyane’s front door. The maid opened the door and led him into the 
waiting room. A few moments later Dyane Singh-Trevis appeared with a leather 
briefcase. 

‘This is a beautiful house you’ve got here.’ 

‘Thank you,’ Dyane said. ‘Can I offer you a drink?’ 

‘Thank you for the offer, but no.” Ryan noticed a framed photo of Dani 
Trevis with Anushka which he mistook to be Dyane. 


Dyane sat there a moment contemplating how Michael Grant had suggested 
the heroine in her novel should behave and a satirical smile touched her lips. Pointing 
to the photo frame, Ryan commented, ‘nice photo of you and your husband. Where is 
he now?’ he asked. 

‘He is away on business, but returning a week Monday.’ 


Indeed Dani was away but not on business, he and Anushka were on a short 
break to Paris, which was how Dyane had been able to sneak into their house. 

“You still want me to go ahead with your assignment?’ 

Dyane handed him a briefcase. ‘Half a million as agreed.’ 


Ryan Kilner took the briefcase without bothering to open it. 

‘Aren’t you going to count the money?’ 

‘I trust you.’ 

‘Gooood. I must not keep you... I know how busy you people in the killing 
business are,’ she said with a grin. 

‘Consider the job done.’ 

Dyane hesitated, choosing her words carefully. ‘I’m assuming you have 
taken note of my husband’s schedule? He is somewhat a creature of habits.’ 

There was a short pause, “Yes. Soon you will be a free woman.’ There was a 
sudden definitiveness in Ryan Kilner’s voice. 

‘Once the deed is done, I would like us to meet away from here,’ said 
Dyane. 

‘Where?’ Ryan asked. 

‘I want it to be some place private. Do you know The Pig and Whistle?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘It’s a lovely little restaurant about 1.8 miles of Kew Gardens. It provides 
private meeting sections for guests.’ 

‘That sounds good.’ 

‘Erhm!’ There was another long pause. ‘When do you aim to finish the job?’ 

‘Saturday night, 8 August.’ 

‘That’s a very specific date?’ 

‘I chose it because it’s your wedding anniversary.’ 

‘That’s very knowledgeable of you... what a celebration that would be,’ 
Dyane said with a bitter grin. 
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‘Indeed. Until Saturday night then...’ 


Kk k 


Fifteen minutes later Dyane was speaking to Scorpio, a notorious hit man. 
Standing at a gigantic 6’9ft tall along with a natural, dominant demeanour, it was not 
difficult to believe that he might be the most physically imposing serial murderer of 
the modern age. He listened as she talked, nodding his head in vigorous excitement. 

‘No, no, no! I can’t wait to make your acquaintance. 

‘Me too,’ she grimaced. 


When Dyane walked out of the entrance of her ex-husband’s house that 
evening, she saw a suspicious looking man leaning against the wall pretending to be 
reading a newspaper. As Dyane stepped into the street, the man straightened up and 
began to follow her at a discreet distance. 

Dyane, instead of crossing the road to go straight to her house, strolled the 
streets slowly and leisurely stopped to look into all the shop windows. She would 
periodically look back as if to check if anyone was following her and each time she 
would see no one. She finally felt happy to return to her home safely, but continued to 
wonder if someone had been following her or if it had just been her imagination 
working overtime. On arriving home, she peeped behind the curtain and saw no one 
on the road and did her utmost to put it behind her. Was she being followed? If so who 
was it and why? 


Kk k 


The next day, Dyane was in the middle of a catwalk for a fashion show 
displaying a new line of clothing. As a rule, when Dyane walked on a platform she 
thought of nothing else. Part of what made her such a successful model was the 
intense concentration she was able to bring to her work. Nothing else was more 
important for her than maintaining the interest of the audience. This day however was 
different. Dyane found her mind constantly wandering to Dani and the fact that soon 
he would be no more, her revenge would be complete. Occasionally she would not 
turn when she ought to and would suddenly realise that she was not performing to her 
usual high standard. Furious with herself she tried to focus her attention on what she 
was doing, but thoughts of Dani’s dead body lying somewhere kept coming back. In 
the middle of the walk she developed a headache and had to excuse herself. 

Dyane was a beautiful woman who had had many boyfriends before she had 
met and married Dani. She was quite capable of moving on with her life; Intelligent 
though not brilliant; and her personality was pleasant but complex. Somehow there 
was a force in Dani that was so irresistible, that Dyane could not let go. She spent the 
rest of the day in a confused state of mind. 

She looked forward to hearing Dani’s demise, not so much because she 
hated him but because she did not want anyone else to have him, especially her 
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CHAPTER TWO 


welve months before, lying in bed, in his London Penthouse was Ryan 

Kilner and leaning over him was his wife, Gabriela, in a black négligeé, 

whispering, ‘Wake up.’ Her magical voice made him forget his pain and 
Ryan murmured something else in her ear, but the ringing of a loud bell prevented her 
from hearing clearly. He reached up to pull her closer but his hands clutched empty 
air. 

It was the ringing of the telephone that had fully awoken Ryan. He opened 
his eyes reluctantly, not wanting to let go of the dream. The ringing of telephone was 
insistent. He looked at his wrist watch. Six A.M. Angry that his dream was interrupted, 
he snatched up the receiver, 

‘Do you realise what time it is?’ he shouted at the caller before even 
knowing who it was. 


To Ryan’s astonishment, there was no response from the caller. The line 
went dead. He slowly replaced the receiver, puzzled. What the heck was that all 
about? Ryan questioned. He lay down again and closed his eyes, trying to recapture 
his dream. It had been so real. Could the call he had received from Gabriela the 
evening before triggered it? The sound of Gabriela’s voice did to him what it always 
did: melted his heart. 

Ryan sat up and took a shaky breath. He then got out of bed and walked 


through the silent living room in his bare feet. The room screamed out Gabriela’s 
absence. Dozens of photographs of Gabriela and him were scattered around, frozen 
moments in time some depicting the two of them holidaying on the moors of 
Scotland, standing in front of the National Monument of Scotland on Calton Hill in 
Edinburgh paying their respects to the Scottish soldiers and sailors who died fighting 
in the Napoleonic Wars, while others showed them riding in a carriage in the rain 
through the city of Valetta, Malta, and others still reminded him of their shopping 
spree of tourist souvenirs at Le Caudan Waterfront, Mauritius. In each picture, they 
were smiling and hugging, just as two people wildly in love usually do. 

He went into the kitchen and put the kettle on. The kitchen clock read 
6:15 A.M. He hesitated a moment, then dialled a number. After several rings, a desk 
sergeant picked up the receiver. 

“Yes—’ 

‘Ryan Kilner, here, have your guys apprehended those thugs who raped and 
killed my wife yet?’ 

‘We’re working on it. Don’t worry we will bring them to justice.’ 


After a thoughtful silence he sighed, ‘Perhaps...’ 
‘Have faith Mr Kilner, have faith.’ 
‘Faith,’ Ryan echoed, ‘what is that?’ and replaced the receiver on its cradle. 


I shouldn’t have bothered the law enforcers, Ryan regretted. He wanted 


results and he wanted them now. Knowing that those thugs who raped and killed his 
wife were still out there, prevented him from resting easy and he was determined to 
seek them out. He was no vigilante by any means, but he felt he owed it to his wife to 
avenge her death. A man must do what a man must do had been his motto and he was 
going to stand by it, even if that meant taking the law into his own hands. 


At first, he had no idea how he was going to accomplish it, but one thing that 
he did know was that he could not let what happened to his wife go unpunished. 
Somehow, those thugs had to be found and destroyed. His life no longer mattered. His 
days and nights were filled with pain and anger. He remembered how wonderful his 
life used to be and compared that to how it was now that she had been taken from 
him. The culprits had to be destroyed and destroyed fast, but how? He put his 
thinking cap on. 

The kettle was boiled. He made himself a cup of coffee. It tasted bitter. He 
looked at the label on the coffee jar and could not believe that the beans really came 
from Brazil. Nothing is as good as it used to be, he complained. 

Ryan had carried his coffee cup on his way to the shower room and 
caught his image in a full length mirror. He stared at a man in his thirties, well-built 
and physically fit with a stony face, blonde hair, and intelligent, piercing brown eyes. 
He passed his fingers over a scar on his right cheek, a souvenir he had picked up 
following a street fight a few years back. Whilst shaving he worked out a plan. Now it 
was just a matter of executing it. 

After his shave and shower, he put on a pair of jeans, a white shirt, and a 
jacket. His head was covered with a wooly Beanie with thick warm lining, a unisex 
classic winter hat. He pulled out a revolver from the wardrobe and checked that it was 
loaded before slipping it into his jacket pocket. Before heading to the city, he made a 
call to an informant and arranged a meeting time and place. 


38 2K k 


Café Panache was located in a side street off Paddington station. It was quiet 
at that time of the day, except for a group of tourists who sat near the entrance, staring 
at a map of London on a smart phone, the left overs of their lunch spread across their 
table. A flood of commuters hurried by, their eyes fixed on the people in front of 
them, while trains rumbled noisily in and out of the train station. Ryan ordered a cup 
of black coffee from the barista who stood behind the counter and went to sit on one 
of the tables outside. He pulled a new packet of cigarettes from his jacket, removed 
the cellophane wrapper and stuck one king size Benson and Hedges between his lips. 

It was nearing midday and the day was getting colder. As he took a puff, a 
thin guy wearing white Levis, a pink shirt with magenta hair and a pink scarf wrapped 
around his neck, suddenly appeared in front of him. He looked like a skinny drag 
queen. He eyed Ryan quizzically, like a panther assessing a trapped young deer, 
causing Ryan to blink for a moment. 

‘Are you who I think you are?’ Ryan asked. 

‘If you are looking for Sam Salesman,’ the stranger said, ‘then I am he.’ and 
sat himself down opposite Ryan. He offered his right hand in Ryan’s direction. 
Clearly visible was the four-letter word EVIL tattooed on his knuckles as Ryan 
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returned the handshake. His left knuckles had the word HATE tattooed on them. 


Ryan had never met Sam before; he had got his name from a friend and had 
arranged a meeting before he had left the house. The tattoo was enough confirmation 
that he had got the right person. 

‘Can I get you something to drink?’ Ryan asked Sam. 

‘Latte,’ Sam barked at the barista who’d just brought out Ryan’s coffee. 

‘Got a smoke?’ Sam asked Ryan. 


Ryan offered him a cigarette. After lighting it for him, he watched Sam sit 
back in his chair, deliberately making him look more relaxed. 


‘Thanks for agreeing to meet me.’ Ryan took a sip of his black coffee, 
placing the cup back on the saucer with a slight clatter. ‘I am told you can give me the 
information I need.’ 

‘What those savages did to your wife was sickening. I can help you; 
however, it will cost you.’ 


Sam’s thin, rouged lips displayed a nervous smile. ‘The men who attacked 
your wife are evil and I hate evil people. Anything I can do to help rid society of 
them, I am game. Now, I believe you are seeking retribution, but be warned these 
guys are ruthless; they will not hesitate to rip your heart out.’ 

‘I understand. Now tell me what you know.’ 


Sam took a deep breath and then he began to grass on the person who had 
led the atrocious killing and raping of Ryan’ wife. 

‘Have you got a name?’ Ryan asked. 

‘Dirty Dan... that’s what his gang call him. Apparently he was born in a 
village called Dirt and he rarely takes a bath. ° 

‘Dirt by name and dirt by nature, hey!’ Ryan commented flippantly. 

“You've got it.’ 

“You don’t happen to have a picture of him do you?’ 

‘Naa! But he is easily recognisable as he is unusually tall, well-built, laughs 
like a hyena and wears a chain of ivory beads around his neck.’ 


Ryan handed Sam a wad of cash. ‘I think you will find this adequate?’ 
He looked at the bunch of notes and could tell it was a hefty sum, ‘very 
generous, thank you.’ And they went their separate ways. 


Kk K 


In Gaston Street in Chinatown—an ethnic enclave in the city of 
Westminster, London, bordering Soho to its north and west, the Hoxton gang were 
terrorising passers-by. Rico, a member of the gang snatched the handbag of an old 
lady, put it over his shoulder and took off. Ryan chased Rico and caught him. Rico 
pulled a knife and slashed Ryan’s jacket. Ryan’s left hook caught Rico on the chin 
sending him to the ground, losing the knife as he fell. Whilst taking possession of the 
handbag, Ryan slipped a bug in Rico’s pocket. Rico, face bruised, got up, took a good 
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look at Ryan before he ran back to his crowd. 
‘Who did that to you, Rico?’ Dirty Dan asked. 
‘Some guy, never seen him before, but I got a good look at his face.’ 


Kk k 


After returning the handbag to the old lady, Ryan, using his pocket tracker, 
located the whereabouts of Rico. When the latter saw Ryan approaching, he alerted 
Dirty Dan. 

‘Is that the mother fucker?’ 

‘Yes, you know him?’ 

‘Leave him to me.’ 


Dirty Dan took a shot at Ryan and missed almost as if it was intentional. He 
fired again, this time the bullet grazed Ryan’s left upper arm. The latter managed to 
take cover behind a brick wall. 

“You came looking for trouble, so come out and fight, you son of a bitch,’ 
said Dirty Dan. 

‘Why don’t you throw away the gun?’ Ryan suggested. 

“You are no match for me, you know that?’ Dirty Dan said. 

‘Why don’t we find out, you piece of shit. Pve only got one good arm. So, 
don’t be a chicken,’ Ryan said provocatively. 

‘I can beat you Ryan. I don’t need a gun,’ an enraged Dirty Dan said as he 
threw away the gun. 


Knife in his left hand, Ryan rushed toward Dirty Dan and pounced on him as 
he processed the sight of his dead wife. His eyes accused Dan with unbridled rage. I 
AM GOING TO KILL YOU! YOU SON OF A BITCH! 

They brandished their knives in frenzy at each other. As Dan stretched out 
his arm to insert his knife into Ryan’s chest, the latter used his foot to break Dan’s 
elbow, then he used his knee to burst his testicles leaving Dan doubling over in pain. 
Unrelentless, Ryan elbowed Dan between the shoulder blades, slamming him to the 
ground. He flipped him onto his back with a kick, sat on his chest and used the 
pressure of his legs to pin Dan’s head and forced him to look at his face. A face that 
didn’t need a transcriber to communicate his message: IM GOING TO KILL YOU: 
One-TWO, One-TWO. Left-RIGHT, Left-RIGHT. RIGHT, RIGHT. He struck like a 
vengeful beast. Blow after blow, teeth flew out and a pool of blood gathered inside 
Dan’s mouth. 

Ryan shattered Dan’s nose with his knuckles, smashing his face until it was 
indistinguishable from the sliver of skin hanging from his cheek and the mashed 
cartilage stuffed into his left eye socket on top of a white and slimy pulp. 

To finish him off, Ryan using his injured arm, pressed against Dan’s face 
and yanked his neck back before sliding a knife across his throat. A cascade of blood 
soaked Dan’s white shirt, red. The last thing Ryan saw before manoeuvring the knife 
towards Dan’s throat was his terrified expression turning into a lifeless grimace. YOU 
PIECE OF SHIT, THIS IS FOR KILLING MY WIFE! 


CHAPTER THREE 


w Scotland Yard was the headquarters of the Metropolitan police (or 
ot known as the MET), the territorial police force responsible 
for policing the 32 boroughs of London. Just as Wall Street had given 
its name to New York’s financial district, Scotland Yard had become the name for 
police activity in London. It was the most respected institution that CJ Fairfield had 
ever worked for. He had always thought of London as the heartland. Here was the real 
core of England, the pulsating centre of Law and Order and he, CJ, was part of it in 
the capacity of Detective Inspector. 

Since joining the MET, CJ’s reputation as a detective had slowly risen. He had 
been assigned to find out who killed Dirty Dan. 

CJ had been sniffing around. He had summoned Sam Salesman to his office. 
He had hoped that the informant might be able to give him a lead. Instead he drew a 
blank and was not amused. 

Later on that day, CJ got lucky when another informant tipped him off that 
Ryan Kilner was behind the attack. It made sense to CJ, as he was aware of the 
murder of Ryan’s wife. 

Twenty minutes later, CJ was at Ryan’s front door, his finger pressed on the 
doorbell button. No one answered. Seconds later he pressed the button again, still no 
one came to open the door. He slipped a business card through the letter box, with the 
message, give me a call and made his way back to his office. 
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New Scotland Yard is a building in Westminster, London. It is located on 
the Victoria Embankment and situated within the Whitehall Conservation Area. Its 
neighbours—the Ministry of Defence building, the Norman Shaw skyscraper, 
together with Richmond and Portcullis Houses stood proudly next to it. 

CJ occupied an office at the rear of the Norman Shaw South building. The 
building was always charged with energy. It was there that CJ often interrogated his 
suspects. 

When CJ arrived at his office, he was promptly reminded by his sexy blonde- 
headed assistant Libby Hart, that his meeting with Matt Commins and Phillip Law 
was due to begin. 

‘The two gentlemen are waiting for you in Room A,’ Libby said. 

‘Thanks, Libby,’ CJ replied and made his way to the room, two doors down 
the corridor. He entered the room, ‘Matt ... Phillip...’ 

“You’re late,’ Matt Commins grumbled. 


Commins was a tall, grey-haired man in his early sixties, with a grumpy, 
impatient manner fuelled by a brilliant, restless mind. He wore a dark blue (almost 
black) tunic with polished gold buttons and trousers of matching colour with a sewn- 
in truncheon pocket. He was the Police Commissioner. 

Phillip Law was also in his early sixties, with a friendly, open manner and a 
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ready smile, wearing a checked suit. He was the CCP (Chief Crown Prosecutor), but 
there were conflicting accounts of how he had achieved his reputation as a successful 
lawyer, some of them not very flattering. 

Law looked at CJ and said, ‘Matt tells me we’re getting closer to finding out 
who bumped off Dirty Dan. When can we expect an arrest?’ 

‘Soon.’ 


CJ could have told Phillip Law more, but chose not to. 
‘Make it sooner,’ Matt Commins said. ‘We can’t have this city being run by 
vigilantes.’ 


CJ nodded. 

‘Is it true,’ Commins asked ‘that this guy Ryan Kilner may be our man? His 
wife was attacked, raped and killed and he recently lodged a complaint with the force 
stating he was not satisfied with the progress the police were making in finding the 
culprit(s). Could he...’ 

‘...be taking the law in his own hands?’ CJ interrupted Commins and 
completed his sentence. ‘Quite possibly, but I’m looking into it.’ 


Commins’ brows furled. 
“Any moment now he will be brought in for questioning,’ CJ said. 
‘Wonderful.’ Commins beamed. 


They spent the remainder of the hour talking about the new initiative the 
Metropolitan police was planning, Community Policing. The objective was twofold: 
to increase support in maintaining law and order and to engage the locals to assist the 
police in solving crimes. 


The intercom buzzed. Matt Commins flicked down a key. ‘I told you, no 
calls. Why —?’ 

Libby’s voice came over the intercom. ‘I’m sorry. It’s for inspector 
Fairfield. It’s Ryan Kilner calling. It sounds urgent.’ 

Matt Commins looked at CJ. ‘Line two’ 

CJ picked up the phone, ‘Hello... thank you for responding to my 
message?’ He listened a moment. ‘I see... I see... Yes, PI be right there.’ He 
replaced the receiver. 

‘What’s up?’ Matt asked. 

CJ said, ‘I need to meet with Ryan Kilner.’ 

Phillip Law frowned. ‘That’s the guy whose wife got killed!’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘That was quite a tragic event.’ 

‘Yes,’ CJ said reluctantly. 

“What happened to this case?’ 

‘Investigations are on-going,’ Commins interjected. 

‘Is there a connection between this case and Dirty Dan’s murder?’ Phillip 
Law asked. 

‘It’s a strong possibility,’ CJ said firmly, looking anxious to leave. ‘I need to 
go.’ 

‘Yes go,’ Commins said, ‘we’ll continue our discussion on Community 
Policing later.’ 


When CJ arrived at Kensington Gardens, he saw Ryan Kilner sitting on a 
wooden bench next to the hidden statue of “the boy who never grew up” and he went 
to sit near him. 

‘Did you know this is the place where, just like Peter Pan, I used to come to 
play with the fairies?’ 

‘Really.’ 

CJ was staring at him. 

“You left me a message?’ Ryan said. 

‘Yes, I did.’ CJ said and handed Ryan a photo. 

Ryan stared at it, appearing puzzled. ‘Who is it?’ 

“You should recognise him, because I have it from a very good source that you 
killed him. His name is Dirty Dan.’ 

‘Then you better get yourself a more reliable source,’ Ryan said tightly. 

‘Look you may have done society a favour, but we at the station do not like 
people who take the law into their own hands to settle a score...I realise that you are 
aggrieved losing your wife, but your behaviour is unacceptable.’ 

Ryan said tactfully, ‘I know you are trying to do your job, but on this occasion 
you are barking up the wrong tree.’ 

‘I don’t think so. I suggest you leave town immediately. This city does not 
need a vigilante.’ CJ rose to his feet and warned Ryan, ‘next time if I see you are still 
around you will be behind bars.’ 


Once CJ had left, and Ryan knew the police were on to him, he immediately 
turned into another person. He became resentful and anti-establishment. He had no 
remorse killing Dirty Dan, and like CJ, he reasoned that society was better off without 
people like him. 
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Following the death of Dirty Dan, his brother Jonas (AKA Bigfoot), assumed 
leadership of the Hoxton gang. He immediately vowed to avenge Dan’s death. He 
knew exactly who his target was and wasted no time in rallying his bunch of 
hooligans to put together a plan of attack. Ready for battle were, flashy Gordon, 
sitting on a bench playing with his knife, silly Billy playing with his yoyo, Yogi long 
ears sitting next to Rico, picking his nose and half a dozen others. 

Referring to Ryan Kilner, Gordon said, ‘TIl really enjoy cutting his balls off.’ 

Jonas quickly intervened, ‘hey wait, this Kilner is all mine... I want his heart... 
He killed my brother and now he is going to pay.’ 


Ryan, having found out the gang’s hide out, was on a personal mission. He 
was not going to be content until he had sought and wiped out the gang and rid 
Westminster of the Hoxton gang. 


Newsflash 


...and now for the local news... the Hoxton gang continue to terrorise the 
people of Westminster. During one of their offensive, six of their members were killed 
in a shoot out last night by a vigilante. This morning, in a news conference, Detective 
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Inspector CJ Fairfield commented on the shooting. ‘As the Detective Inspector who 
has been investigating this gang, I can categorically state that we have a crisis. This 
group is completely out of control. Law enforcement is being stretched to an 
extremely deplorable level. Those hooligans are out there and believe me, unless they 
are stopped, and stopped quickly before they can regroup, no one will stop them’. 
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When Ryan received an anonymous phone call telling him that he was being 
watched and they were coming for him, he began to prepare for the attack. To reduce 
the odds, he set up multiple traps. 

That evening he peeped through his upstairs curtain and noticed two officers 
in a stationary patrol car. Constable Denning was in the passenger seat while Sergeant 
Dixon was in the driver seat talking on his radio. 

‘This is Sergeant Dixon reporting... everything is quiet here,’ he said. 

‘Keep patrolling the area. If you notice anything unusual don’t try to be a hero, 
call for assistance.’ 

‘Ah ha, Commissioner Commins, I am surprised to hear your voice. Message 
received loud and clear, sir.’ 


Otherwise, the street was clear, but further down the road, a car carrying five 
of the Hoxton gang was approaching. Each of them was carrying knives, except for 
Jonas who was checking his shot gun. 


Suddenly, Ryan noticed a tiny guy running towards his front door. He 
immediately recognised him as Rico. The door bell rang. Ryan sensed it was trouble; 
he did not open the door and put himself in counter offensive mode. Rico had run 
back to the street. His friends and several others joined him. They chatted briefly and 
then two of members of the gang walked towards Ryan’s door carrying a red flag with 
an emoji of a human skull atop and an X-shaped pair of bones, as on a pirate flag, but 
in this case it represented a poison symbol indicating death or danger. They planted 
the flag on Ryan’s front lawn, and then walked away. They removed the car. 

Why did they do that? Ryan wondered, most probably to make the street look 
normal. It was getting very dark outside and the patrol car was nowhere to be seen. 


‘Anything to report?’ an officer at the police monitoring centre asked the 
patrol car. 

‘This is patrol car eight, we are circling the area and everything looks 
normal...nothing to report at this time.’ 


They were going to cruise the street and keep an eye on Ryan’s house but 
decided otherwise as it was not seen as important. Members of the gang spread out. 
Seconds later, Ryan heard a loud cry coming from the back window of his house 
followed by a loud noise. A wooden plank attached to a spring had sprung closed, 
knocking intruder Rico to the ground. He lay there, bleeding to death. One end of the 
plank which had a sharp blade attached to it, prepared earlier by Ryan, had buried 
itself into Rico’s head. Silly Billy saw what happened to Rico and rushed to help him 
but it was too late. Enraged by the death of his friend he hacked at the back door. The 


glass pane caved in exposing Billy’s face. He placed his hand through the opening to 
undo the latch, and immediately began to convulse due to the 240 volts of electricity 
flowing into him, and seconds later he fell to the ground lifeless. Whilst that was 
happening, Gordon and two others had managed to get inside the house. They saw 
Ryan standing on top of the stairs looking at them. Gordon, followed by the other two, 
charged towards him like rhinos. The steps caved in and in the hole they went. Others 
tried to get at Ryan but one by one they were outwitted. Finally, there was Jonas. He 
looked at Ryan with total vindictiveness. 

‘You!’ Jonas shouted out, eyes filled with rage, pointing a gun at him, but 
before he could pull the trigger, the gun flew out of his hand brought about by a shot 
from Ryan who followed it with another shot right between Jonas’s eyes. 


As Ryan was lowering his gun, Yogi sprung from nowhere and stared at him. 
Having seen what had happened to Jonas and the others, he got scared and ran 
towards the exit door. Ryan aimed and shot him in the leg. The pain was excruciating. 
Blood began to quickly pour out as he limped away. Ryan walked close to him to 
watch him squirm. 

‘Please don’t kill me!’ he begged. 

‘This is for my wife, you piece if shit!’ Ryan said as he fired another deadly 
shot. 


The reign of terror that the Hoxton gang had caused on the city of 
Westminster—home to many of London’s most iconic attractions, such as the Houses 
of Parliament and Big Ben—was finally brought to an end. By freeing the city it 
allowed the tourists to enjoy Westminster’s range of appeal which included 
Westminster Abbey, the Palace of Westminster (the Houses of Parliament) that have 
existed, in one form or another, for around 1,000 years. 


The police monitoring team contacted the patrol car. “We have a series of 
reports about gunshots being fired,’ a voice said. 

‘Okay, we are making another full circuit,’ Sergeant Dixon said. ‘I suggest 
backup service and helicopter surveillance, over!’ 

‘Copy,’ the officer on the other end of the line responded. 


Ryan opened his front door and got in his car and just as he was about to drive 
away he noticed the patrol car blocking his way. Two men got out and accosted him. 

‘Hey don’t I know you?’ Sergeant Dixon said. 

“You’re too late, as usual,’ Ryan reproached him. ‘You’ll find the bodies of 
those scumbags who killed my wife, lying inside.’ 

‘I know your story, but taking the law into your own hands...I need to take 
you in,’ said Constable Denning and moved to handcuff him. 

“Where were you then and where were you when they came to ambush me?’ 

Sergeant Dixon pushed his junior partner out of the way, looked at Ryan and 
said, ‘I feel ashamed we need men like you to do what we are paid to do.’ 

‘I just needed to get justice...’ 

‘Next time leave it to us...my advice to you right now is to get out of town 
fast.’ 

A stunned Ryan stared at him and could not believe his ears. 

‘What are you waiting for?’ the Sergeant asked. 
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Ryan started his car, indicator on, he drove away. In his rear view mirror he 
observed the patrol car and didn’t understand why it appeared to be tailing him. He 
double-checked it, by making a right turn and stopped by a store. He went in the store, 
moved towards the back where he found an exit and took it. He took a bus. At the first 
stop he got down and picked up the Jubilee line. Since that day no one had known of 
his whereabouts until a year later when Dyane had approached him. Now, his focus 
was on finding and killing Dani Trevis. 
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Meanwhile, Dyane had received a call from Michael Grant and he was 
invited to her house. They had dinner together. She led him to her bedroom, where 
they spent the night together. When they were not making love, they talked. No 
mention was made of the script she had given him to read. Dyane seemed so 
interested in him that he found himself talking about personal things that he had never 
told anyone before. 

Suddenly Dyane asked, ‘did you find time to read my manuscript?’ 

‘Of course,’ Grant said. 

‘Rubbish, right?’ 


Grant stared at her. He could feel his skin begin to crawl, his own personal 
fear and the thing that always happened to him when he encountered real competition. 
Not that Dyane was a fully-fledged novelist, far from it. Her inexperience shone 
through every sentence and paragraph, but she had something much more than mere 
skill: she had a rare style, a natural talent that gave every line a fresh meaning and 
colour. 


Grant said warmly, ‘I think that one day you will become a famous writer, 
Dyane. I really mean that. I am going to send you to Tartaurus Press, one of the best 
mainstream Publishing house, in the UK. Getting a novel published by...’ 

‘No.’ 

He looked at her in surprise. It was a soft ‘no’, but positive and final. 

‘No what?’ Grant asked in some confusion. 

‘Tartaurus Press does not take on anyone but the biggest writers.’ 

They will take you because I will tell them to.’ 

“Whatever you say, boss.’ 


Appeased, he took Dyane in his arms and gave her a warm kiss and she 
reciprocated with equal fervour. He knew now that he had worried unnecessarily. She 
was just like any other woman, she needed to be dominated. He would have no further 
problems with her. Their lovemaking that night continued, surpassing anything that 
had gone before, possibly, Grant thought, because of the added excitement of getting 
her novel published. 

During the night he said to her, ‘Youreally can be a successful novelist, 
Dyane. I’m going to have to watch out for you.’ 

‘Thank you, Michael,’ she whispered. 


The next day, Dyane fixed breakfast, and Grant left for the House of 
Commons. When he telephoned Dyane during the day, she did not answer and when 
he arrived at her house that night she was not there. Grant waited for her to return and 
when she did not appear, he went home and lay awake all night wondering if she 
could have been in an accident. He tried to phone Dyane at her house, but there was 
no answer. He sent her a text on her mobile that went unanswered, and when he 


stopped at her house after a session at the Commons, no one answered his ring. 25 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


ugust, 8. In London, the Axel lift on the west side of The Shard’s 72- 

storey skyscraper carried Dani Trevis to the basement where his vehicle 

was parked. It was the first Monday of August—a day he would rather 

forget as it was his wedding anniversary. On this occasion there was not 
going to be any celebration. Although he was still married to Dyane, he was now 
living with his new lover, Anushka Singh who was waiting for him to take her for a 
one o’clock lunch at The Swann. As the lift made its familiar chirping noise before 
coming to a halt, Dani could not wait for the door to slide open. The moment it did he 
got out, passing two old ladies waiting to enter and hurried to his car. The basement 
was poorly lit and packed with cars, but his was only a short distance away with a 
distinct shape. He gently touched a button on his remote control and watched the door 
of his black BMW retract downwards, allowing him to guide his rear into the driving 
seat. Seatbelt on, he closed the door and extended his finger to push the starter button. 
Before Dani could reach it, he felt an object touching the back of his head. 

‘Don’t move,’ a voice swiftly ordered him. ‘Keep quiet if you don’t want your 
head blown off by my 44-magnum.’ 

Dani knew of this handgun and its capability of firing a large, heavy bullet at a 
high velocity. He recalled Clint Eastwood dubbing it as, “the most powerful handgun 
in the world.” That was of course, no longer the case; still the knowledge of its 
lethalness was fearful enough to discourage him from attempting anything stupid. 

Though unable to see his aggressor, he knew it was a man. 

‘Who are you? What do you want with me?’ Dani asked scarily. 

“You can call me Ryan. There is a death warrant on your life and I am here to 
carry it out... undo your seat belt?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘You heard... undo your seatbelt,’ Ryan repeated his order loudly. 

‘You said don’t move.’ 

Ryan grimaced. ‘Go on.’ 


Realising he was in no position to argue, Dani reached for the buckle and 
pressed the release-button. Nothing happened. He tried again, this time pushing the 
release button a bit harder; still he couldn’t unlock the catch. As every subsequent try 
failed, he became more and more nervous. 

‘What’s the problem?’ Ryan asked with a mocking grin. 

‘I-I can’t...it’s stuck..., a worried Dani said. 

‘Good...thanks for your confirmation. Now that we both know you are 
strapped in securely, I hope you are as good following orders as you are at giving 
them. Beware! Any wrong move will be your last. Got it?’ 


Dani nodded timidly. 


It was not the time to undermine his hijacker, Dani had concluded. Hence, he 
did what he was told, quietly waiting for the right time to make any daring move. Play 
the game! The little voice in his head advised him. /t was clear to him that this Ryan 
had no intention of killing him just yet; otherwise he would have done it already, he 
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figured. 

‘What do you want me to do?’ 

‘Drive. At the Exit, go left into St Thomas Street and continue until you get to 
the T-junction of Borough High Street, then, go right. Got it?’ 

Dani nodded. 
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When Dani was not home for their planned lunch date, Anushka called his 
mobile to find out what was keeping him, but she received that annoying message: 
unable to connect, please try later. She rang his office only to be told that Dani had 
already left work half an hour ago. Since the drive from his office to home only took 
fifteen minutes, a worried Anushka wondered why he was not home yet. Fifteen 
minutes later when Dani still had not showed up, she tried his mobile again, with no 
success. She decided to call the police and report him missing. 

‘Yes, yes, I understand,’ the desk sergeant said. ‘He is probably caught up in 
traffic, ma’am... I hear what you mean but maybe his phone is switched off or out of 
range... I see, yes I see... in any case you can declare him missing and we will pass 
on his details to other UK police forces within 48 hours.’ 

“What do I do in the meantime?’ 

‘I suggest you sit tight and try not to worry...I am sure he is okay.’ 

‘Easy for you to say,’ Anushka said and cut off. 
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Thirty minutes later, Dani, with his unwelcome backseat driver, were cruising 
along Borough High Street, travelling south. 


‘May I know who wants me dead?’ 

‘Your wife.’ 

‘Where are you taking me?’ Dani asked. 

‘Just drive and let me think.’ 

‘Hmmm... look whatever my wife is paying you Pll double it if you don’t kill 
me and let me go.’ 

‘Interesting request,’ Ryan said. ‘I can’t betray my client!’ 

‘Okay IIl treble it?’ 

‘Ah ha! You think because I am a hit man, I have no sense of loyalty? 
Interesting! Now I am going to take great pleasure in blowing you away.’ 

‘TIl pay you whatever you want, just don’t kill me,’ Dani said, pleadingly. 


Ryan burst out laughing as he sensed the insincerity in Dani’s voice. After a 
brief moment he shook his head and said, ‘Naaa... all you types think you can do 
anything and buy anyone.’ 

“You can’t blame me for trying.’ 

‘I guess not.’ 


Ryan re-positioned the gun to Dani’s head. ‘Now shut up and drive.’ 


After half an hour of driving through the afternoon traffic, they got into a 
side road that took them out of the city limits. As they drove away from the city, the 
landscape changed completely. Dani felt as if he was hundreds of miles away from 
home. There were green fields on both sides of the road and no sign of any people. 
The fields stretched as far as Dani could see, giving a feel as if they were meeting the 
horizon. 

‘After three yards you will see a river, turn right,’ Ryan said. 


They made their way through a narrow street which led to a road that had a 
number of farms. Moments later, they entered a small muddy road. Ryan looked 
around as Dani carefully manoeuvred through the mud before coming to halt in front 
of a house made of timber supported by several wooden legs. They got out of the car. 
Dani with his hands behind his head walked in front of Ryan who was holding a gun 
ready to fire. As they walked through an empty living space to get to the dining 
room, the wooden flooring made a creaking sound. In the centre of the dining room 
there were two chairs and a round table. Adjoining it was a bedroom with a mattress 
on the floor. Next to it was a small fitted kitchen and a combo shower/toilet. They sat 
at the table. For the first time Dani took a good look at Ryan. 

‘Now, my initial intention was to kill you and throw your body in the River 
Thames. However, I have been considering your offer. Your wife is paying me a 
million to switch your candle off. How about you give me five times that and I'll do 
her in, instead?’ 

‘No, no, no, don’t kill her. Just don’t kill me.’ 

‘What do I tell her?’ 

“Youcan lie and say you have carried out her request and thrown my body in 
the Thames, as you originally planned.’ 

‘Hmmm... what about her.’ 

‘I will deal with her in my own way.’ 

“Well, I would need the money up front.’ 

‘Deal! I have online banking. Give me your bank details and I'll transfer half 
the money straight away and the other half when you have taken me back.’ 

‘Err... actually I prefer cash and I want all of the money up front.’ 

‘Oh! Then take me back and I’ll withdraw the money from my bank and 
make you a rich man.’ 

‘Nooooo, you stay here. What is the name of that woman in your life?’ 

‘Anushka.’ 

‘Well, tell Anushka to make the payment to me.’ 

‘How?’ 

“You have a phone, transfer the money to her bank then call and tell her what 
to do and make sure she understands she is not to involve the police. Once I have got 
the money, I’ll come back to free you.’ 

‘What guarantee do I have that you will keep to your end of the bargain?’ 

‘None.’ 

‘Hmmm... that’s not fair.’ 

Ryan grimaced. ‘Have we got a deal or not?’ 

Dani thought for a while. ‘Yes.’ 


Ryan ordered Dani to ring his bank and transfer the money and when he had 
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finished he got him to call Anushka. ‘Don’t say anything stupid,’ Ryan warned. 

After Dani had finished talking to Anushka, Ryan took his mobile away 
from him and placed an electronic collar around Dani’s neck. 

‘What is that for?’ Dani asked. 

‘This, my friend, is to make sure you stay within the confinements of this 
house whilst I am gone. Be warned, this is not an ordinary collar. Effectively it’s a 
wired explosive with a detonator in one. Feel free to wander around inside the house 
and use the facilities, but make no attempt to open the exits doors, the windows or try 
to tamper with the collar. The moment you do, the bomb will go off. The detonator is 
also voice sensitive, so, no talking or shouting. The moment you break these rules, it 
will be the last thing you do.’ 

Next, Ryan ordered Dani to lie down on the floor and close his eyes. Ryan 
then poured tomato ketchup on Dani’s chest. Using the camera feature of the phone 
he took a picture and just as he was about to arm the collar, Dani told him that 
Anushka would be waiting for him with the money in his bungalow as it’s more 
private there than the house and gave him the address. Ryan armed the collar and left. 
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Meanwhile, Dyane could not wait to hear that Dani was history. Dyane, 
besides being irresistible, was a great strategist and was prepared to use her beauty to 
get what she wanted. She had gone ahead and struck a friendship with Scorpio. 
Secretly she acted as his girlfriend and made him feel one of the most envied men in 
England; but in truth he never had a moment’s peace, for he knew that he did not 
possess Dyane, nor ever would, and that there would come a day when she would 
walk out of his life as capriciously as she had wandered into it. Against every instinct 
of his intellect, his experience and his knowledge of women he had fallen madly in 
love with Dyane. He spent nights devising elaborate surprises to make her happy and 
when they succeeded, he was rewarded with a kiss or an unsolicited night of 
lovemaking. Whenever she looked at another man, Scorpio was filled with jealousy. 
He would happily kill to keep her for himself. 

As the days went by, Scorpio began to feel a little more secure. It seemed to 
him that Dyane, despite her talking to other men, had never shown any romantic 
interest in any of them, but that was most probably because she was still impatiently 
waiting to hear from Ryan and news that he had completed the deed. 
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The bell for the front-door rang; Anushka checked the viewing screen before 
opening the door. 

‘Yes,’ she said to the man standing there dressed in suit and a rain coat. 

‘I am Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield, ma’am. I am told you called the station 
to report your boyfriend missing?’ 

‘A waste of time that was,’ Anushka complained angrily. ‘All the desk 
sergeant did was to record him missing.’ 

‘That’s what he is supposed to do. The fact that I am here is testament that we 
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took your concern seriously. Erhm... can I come in for a moment?’ 

‘Oh sure,’ Anushka said and opened the door wider. Then, pointing to a sofa, 
“please do have a seat.’ 

‘So your boyfriend turned up finally, did he?’ 

‘Well he is not home yet, but he has phoned to say he met an old friend and he 
was spending a couple of days with him.’ 

“Male or female?’ 

‘Male.’ 

‘I am confused. You told the sergeant that he was meant to be taking you out 
for a meal. That old friend of his must be more important to him than you?’ 

‘I was not happy, but what could I do when at the time it appeared to be a fait 
accompli?’ she said with a grimace. 

‘I am glad he is okay... by the way, what is the name of this friend?’ 

‘Bryan, I believe he said.’ 

“Are you sure he did not say Ryan?’ 

‘Erhm... no, I definitely heard him say Bryan.’ 

‘Well I'll be off and I'll tell them down the station to close the case.’ As CJ 
was leaving he turned round and gave Anushka his business card. ‘Keep this and 
don’t hesitate to call if you need help.’ 


Anushka took it and quickly glanced at it. ‘I will,’ Anushka said and bade CJ 
goodbye. gs 


CHAPTER FIVE 


nushka was as beautiful as her twin sister Dyane, above medium height, 

with a slim body and cute thighs. Her features were light and she had a 

cute nose and dark-brown eyes that blazed with lust. She was very 
interested in clothes, always on the list of best-dressed women and it was rumoured 
that she owned over one hundred pairs of shoes. She was of course not married to 
Dani, but he had promised that as soon as his divorce had come through, he would do 
so and she believed him. She was an aspiring actress. 

Anushka had about her a presence that was magnetic. When she walked in a 
room or the street, she would often hear wolf whistles. Magazines like Vogue had 
featured her as one of the most glamorous women around. When asked by an 
interviewer if she thought she was more beautiful than her sister, she had replied, 
‘Beauty is in the eyes of the beholder, but to answer your question, I do think I am.’ 

Although she was brought up as a Roman Catholic, she did not accept the 
tenth Commandment, on the ground that it was unreasonable. She is reported to have 
said, ‘jealousy and envy are part of being human. Hence coveting ones neighbours’ 
husband, property or anything else is game.’ 


Unknown to CJ, just before he had arrived Anushka had just returned from her 
bungalow where she met with Ryan about the money that Dani had transferred into 
her account. When Ryan had told her who he was, she did not appear surprised. She 
had asked Ryan to wait in the lounge whilst she went upstairs. Minutes later she 
reappeared with a briefcase. Before handing it over to Ryan, Anushka had demanded 
to talk to Dani. 

‘Give me the briefcase and I'll take you to him.’ 


Anushka sat there, her heart pounding, unable to decide if she should trust 
him. Realising she had the leverage she said, the briefcase stays with me until I see 
Dani.’ She held the briefcase tight to her chest in case Ryan tried to snatch it from her. 

‘That was not the deal I made with Dani,’ Ryan said. 

‘This is my deal- that is if you want the money.’ 

‘What if I don’t like this deal?’ 

“You do want the money, don’t you?’ 

‘What if I take the briefcase from you?’ 


Before Anushka could respond, Ryan grabbed the briefcase and pulled it free 
from her. He opened it and found it was filled with magazines. He looked angrily at 
Anushka. 

‘Stop toying with me lady!’ said Ryan. 

‘The money is in a locker at Paddington station. I have the combination code.’ 

‘Look if you don’t want to give me the money which would have spared Dani 
his life, that’s fine.” Ryan got to his feet. 

“You mean this is not a case of kidnapping and blackmail?’ 

“You are right on the first part, but blackmail, no... it was Dani’s willingness 
to pay me.’ 

‘If it is not blackmail, why would he want to pay you all that money?’ 
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‘There is a contract on his life.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Either way I'll get paid for fulfilling the contract.’ 
‘Who wants him dead?’ 

‘That’s between me and my client.’ 

‘It can’t be his wife, can it?’ 


Ryan neither confirmed nor denied Anushka’s assumption. 
‘If I give you the money would you spare him?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘How can I be sure of that?’ 

‘If you are looking for guarantees, there are none.’ 


Anushka started to cry, the mascara began to run down her face. She thought 
of the long, lonely nights that would ensue without Dani, without his arms around her, 
without his strong, wonderful body next to her, without his comfort and protection 
and love. And she said, ‘Please don’t kill him.’ 

There was a silence in the room. Anushka sat there staring at her feet and then 
she buried her head in her arms and began to cry further. 

Ten minutes later, Ryan had got the code to the locker from her and made his 
way to Paddington station. Anushka did not follow Ryan. Instead, she left the 
bungalow and went back to her house and spent all day waiting for Dani. 

After her chat with CJ she was too nervous to do anything. She sat and 
listened to the news and thought about Dani returning home to her. By midnight, he 
had still not arrived. She decided he probably would not be home until the next day. 
At two in the morning, when Anushka could no longer keep her eyes open, she went 
to bed. 
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Later that day, at Paddington station Ryan found the locker and using the 
code Anushka gave him he opened it. He found a black plastic bag containing a stash 
of money. He looked round to see if anyone was watching him and then placed the 
bag into another locker, making a note of the locker number and code, before walking 
away. 

He went to see Dyane at The Pig and Whistle restaurant as arranged. She was 
already there in her rented room looking excited when Ryan walked in. 

‘Tell me you have done the deed?’ she said. 

“Your worries are over. Have you got the other half of the money?’ 

‘Not so fast. I would like to see proof that Dani is indeed dead.’ 

‘Here look,’ Ryan said and showed her the picture he had taken on Dani’s 
iPhone. 

“Why haven’t you got rid of the body?’ 

‘That was not part of our contract.’ 

‘Where is that house anyway?’ 

‘The less you know the better. Rest assured, he is out of the way. By the time 
they discover his body, if they ever do, all they will find is a skeleton.’ 

‘Look I am not buying this... you could have staged that. I want to see the 
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body with my own eyes.’ 

“You want what? Look lady don’t play with me, otherwise you run the risk of 
ending up like your husband.’ 

“You heard what I want, what do you say?’ 

Ryan reflected. ‘Okay, I’ll take you to see the body, bring the money with 
you.’ 

‘Now we understand each other. When?’ 

‘When?’ 

“Yes, when do you plan to take me to see the body?’ 

‘We can go now...’ 

‘How about tomorrow?’ 

“Tomorrow it is. Come and meet me in my office at ten o’clock.’ 

‘How about you come and pick me at my bungalow at eleven o’clock?’ 

‘Where is that? 


Dyane wrote an address on a piece of paper and gave it to Ryan. Her 
bungalow happened to be a few yards from where Anushka’s bungalow was. When 
the two sisters were on good terms, they always liked to keep close to each other - do 
the same things together: like eating in the same restaurant, shopping in the same Mall 
or boutique and they were even attracted to the same type of men. 

‘Hmmm... Okay here it is.’ 


Dyane was not quite convinced that Dani was dead, but even if she was fully 
swayed she had no intention of paying the remainder of the money. She could hear the 
words of Michael Grant buzzing in her ears: Get two killers... then get your heroine to 
hire the second killer to murder the first one. Problem solved. 

Dyane wasted no time in putting that devious plan into action. Unbeknownst 
to her, Ryan was just as devious. 

Dyane’s unwillingness to be convinced that Dani was dead surprised Ryan as 
he thought he had staged it perfectly. A great deal of his success was due to a highly 
developed instinct for trouble and it had served him often enough so that he seldom 
disregarded it. Unknown to Dyane, Ryan’s assistant, Glen McVey had been tailing 
her. He had shared all information he had, thus causing a silent alarm to go off in 
Ryan’s mind. From the moment Glen had told him about Grant and Scorpio in 
particular, he suspected that Dyane might be planning to play dirty on him. It was 
ironic, Ryan reflected. If he had never double-crossed Dyane, perhaps everything 
would have gone smoothly. Clearly they deserved each other perfectly. They both 
wanted to outwit each other. They were both acting dishonestly. Which one would be 
smarter? In the end, could they both win? 
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Dyane spent the day in the back garden of her bungalow lying in a hammock, 
going over her plan and by the time the sun began to sink towards the western sky, 
she was satisfied. In a way, she thought, it was a pity that so much of the last few 
weeks of her life had been filled with her plans for vengeance on Dani and deception 
on Ryan. It had motivated almost every waking moment, given her a sense of purpose 
and now by tomorrow the scheme would have come to an end. Would it be the end she 


planned for? Dyane was unable to sleep. She lay awake all night, remembering Dani, 
the husband who had given her the gift of laughter and who had then taken it away... 
The feeling of pain, the agony and the hatred for her sister had made her bitter. 

At six A.M., Dyane was up and dressed, sitting in her room looking out of the 
window. It reminded her of another morning when she and Dani had spent a weekend 
together in the bungalow and she had arisen early waiting for Dani to come back from 
his morning run — only this time it was Ryan she was waiting for. Dyane needed him 
dead. 

Scorpio had wanted to be at the bungalow with her and take care of Ryan 
himself, but Dyane had insisted she would take care of him herself in her own way. 
She had thought long and hard about the reason why she had begun dating Scorpio 
and to now not use him as her avenger was crazy, but she no longer wanted to be 
indebted to him. 

‘Dyane,’ said Scorpio, ‘I can’t let you take on Ryan alone... I know him, he is 
ruthless.’ 

‘Look you are worrying for nothing. I know how to use a gun. What’s so 
difficult about pressing the trigger of a loaded gun? It’s not rocket science. Even a 
child with half a brain can do it. It’s not like I would be fighting with my fists and 
trading punches with him!’ 

‘T still do not think you should take him on alone.’ 

‘Relax; I'll call you as soon as I have sent him to meet his creator.’ 

‘TIl be waiting anxiously for your call...’ 


Before Scorpio had finished his sentence, Dyane had cut him off. Her mind 
was feverishly dwelling on the meeting that would take place in a few short hours. 
She had taken extra care with loading her gun and fitted it with a silencer. She knew 
exactly how she was going to dispose of the body and with whom she would spend 
the night afterward so that she could establish an alibi. 

Shortly before eleven o’clock, when Dyane saw Ryan’s car pull up to the side 
of the bungalow she took a deep breath to control her nervousness and then slowly 
walked away from the window. Ryan after getting out of his car, he knew Dyane 
would be expecting him to come to the front door and ring the bell. He was somewhat 
more devious. 

Having left the front door slight ajar, Dyane was ready to shoot. She took one 
quick look at her gun and then waited for the man she was about to destroy, to enter. 
Whilst waiting, she briefly wondered what Ryan’s reaction would be when he saw her 
and realise he was about to die. Had he already thought how he would spend the 
money he had come to collect, she wondered. I hope he has already bought a funeral 
plan. Against the express advice of Michael Grant, Dyane had decided to pull the 
trigger herself because she desperately wanted to see Ryan’s eyes when they came 
face to face. 

Silently, Ryan had come in through the back door and was standing quietly 
behind her. He was staring at the gun in Dyane’s hand in disbelief. When she turned 
and saw him. They looked at each other for a long moment. 

‘Hello,’ Ryan said, politely and moved in front of her. ‘So this is how you had 
planned to pay me? Then shoot, what are you waiting for?’ 

‘I thought you were someone else?’ 

‘Really? Who else were you expecting, surely not Scorpio?’ 

‘Yes, him. You know he is a ruthless killer. When I left the house after I saw 
you to give you the first half of the money, I had a distinct feeling someone was 
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following me and I believe it was him. Thus, ever since I’ve needed to protect 
myself.’ 

‘And he was coming here at eleven 0’clock? The same time you asked me to 
come?’ 

“Yes...erhm... no, I mean I don’t know when he was coming. When I saw a 
car pull up, I did not know it was you.’ 

“You’re such a liar, Mrs Trevis.’ 

‘It’s the truth. I swear.’ 


For a moment Ryan wanted to believe her story and nearly did. He started to 
lower his gun and when Dyane saw her opportunity she took a shot. The bullet grazed 
Ryan’s left shoulder. He responded quickly with his own gun and shot Dyane in the 
chest sending her to the floor. The noise of the gun shot caused the dog next door to 
start barking. Ryan left hurriedly. Dyane stayed there on the cold floor of the 
bungalow, eyes closed, but her mind had suddenly awakened and she thought about 
how lucky she was to have protected herself with a bullet proof vest. It was as though 
her subconscious had put the idea there. In a series of kaleidoscopic flashes, she heard 
Ryan saying, Dani and Anushka will be delighted to hear you are finally out of the 
way... they can finally enjoy their life together... and then came the terrifying 
blackness. 
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In her house in London, Anushka was suddenly awakened by a hand on her 
arm. She opened her eyes and a man was standing over her. It was her Dani standing 
there, looking down at her, a grin on his lean, tanned face and in a flash Anushka was 
in his arms. All the worry and loneliness and pain of the past few days were washed 
away in a Cleansing flood of joy that seemed to fill every fibre of her being. She 
hugged him until she was afraid that she was going to break his bones. She wanted to 
stay like this forever, never letting him go. 

‘Easy, honey,’ Dani said finally. He pulled away from her, a smile on his face. 
‘It’s going to look funny in the newspapers. “Missing person comes home safely and 
gets hugged to death by his lover.” 

Anushka turned on all the lights, flooding the room so that she could see him, 
study him and devour him. His face had a new ripeness. He appeared to have aged. 
There were lines around his eyes and mouth that had not been there before. 

‘I did not want to give him the money,’ Anushka babbled, “but I finally 
concluded that you being alive was more important to me.’ 

Dani moved towards her and shut her up with a kiss. His kiss was hard and 
demanding. He peeled off his clothes saying, ‘God, Anushka, you don’t know how 
I’ve prayed for this moment. I was going crazy out there alone in that house with a 
bomb around my neck.’ 

She ripped off his shirt and pushed him down on the bed, but he got on top of 
her and without any preliminaries they were tearing into each other, hurting each 
other and making love like two wild animals. 

When they had finished, Anushka wondered what she would do if another 
woman tried to take him away from her, of course, conveniently forgetting that she 
had done exactly that to her own sister. It did not take long for her to understand why 
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the Lord had included the tenth commandment in His set of biblical principles relating 
to ethics and worship that play a fundamental role in Christianity. 

‘I am curious, how did you manage to escape?’ 

‘Using my knowledge of electronics combined with my skills of lock-picking, 
I was able to neutralise the bomb and remove the collar. I could not be sure if the 
windows and doors were booby trapped, so I removed a few of the floor boards and 
crawled underneath the base of the house. After walking almost half a mile, I saw an 
old truck. I hot wired it to get it to start and drove back, following the road signs.’ 

‘I can’t believe anyone would want you dead. Was it my sister who hates you 
so much that she would go as far as getting you killed?’ 

‘Well as William Congreve said, hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.’ 

“What are we going to do?’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

“You don’t think she is going to give up when she finds out you are still 
alive?’ 

“You're right.’ 

‘I think you should get police protection. In fact, we both should!’ 

“Yeah. Let me think about whether we involve the police or take other 
steps.’ 2 


38 


CHAPTER SIX 


t was well past twelve noon, and when Scorpio had not heard from 
Dyane, he began to smell a rat and made his way to the bungalow. 

When he arrived, he spotted two men that looked like police officers talking 
to Dyane - he kept well out of sight. CJ, accompanied by Constable Denning and 
Sergeant Dixon, were inside the bungalow sitting on the sofa talking to Dyane. 

‘We’re glad you are alright, ma’am,’ CJ said. 

‘Why shouldn’t I be?’ 

‘Well, someone reported that a gun shot was heard coming from your 
bungalow ma’am,’ Sergeant Dixon intervened. 

‘Oh, that,’ Dyane grinned... I... was cleaning my gun and it went off by 
mistake.’ 

‘So you do have a gun?’ CJ remarked. 

“Yes and it is quite legal.’ 

‘Erhm...can we see the gun ma’am?’ Constable Denning said. 

‘Sure.’ Dyane showed them the gun. 


Constable Denning sniffed the gun and passed it to Sergeant Dixon. He too 
sniffed it and then passed it on to CJ. 
CJ examined it. ‘It has certainly been fired recently... I take it no one was 


hurt?’ 
‘Nope. I’m here on my own. My boyfriend will be joining me later.’ 
“Your boyfriend?’ 
“Yes, you probably know him, but I can’t give you his name, he is married 
you see...’ 


‘We will need to talk to him, so we need his name please. We’ll be discreet,’ 
CJ reassured her. 

“Youcan’t force me. I know my rights.’ 

‘It’s obvious you don’t know enough. If we feel a crime has been committed 
with this badge we can do anything. Got it?’ Sergeant Dixon said with full force. 

Alright bully boys. ‘His name is Mr Grant.’ 

‘Mr Michael Grant, the deputy prime minister?’ CJ said. 

‘That’s him.’ 

‘When he comes to hear about this, I hope you lose that badge you are so 
proud to flaunt.’ 

‘Do you mind if we have a quick look around?’ CJ asked. 

‘Do you have a search warrant? 

‘No, but...’ 

‘Go on, take a look.’ 


They took a quick look around hoping to find a body hidden somewhere. 
‘Thank you for your co-operation, ma’am, have a good day.’ 
‘Likewise!’ 
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Once the trio had left, a knock on the window caught Dyane’s attention. 
When she noticed it was Scorpio standing there she opened the door to let him in. 

‘Are you alright, Dyane?’ Scorpio asked, looking worried. 

‘It’s a miracle that I am still alive. I took a shot at Ryan and missed. He of 
course retaliated and got me in the chest. When I fell to the floor he must have 
thought I was dead and took off.’ 

‘How come you are not hurt?’ 

‘Bullet proof vest.’ 

‘At least you had the good sense to wear one.’ 


Terror suddenly flooded through Dyane. It was as though her body were 
filled with screaming nerves that warned her to flee. When Ryan finds out that she is 
still alive he will come for her. She moaned, ‘No ...’ and clung to Scorpio, tears in her 
eyes. Scorpio stood there offering Dyane a shoulder to cry on. They slowly moved to 
a settee and sat down next to each other. 

‘Dyane ...’ 

She flinched as Scorpio started to talk. ‘Stop!’ Her voice was weak and 
hoarse. 

‘Dyane!’ Scorpio repeated, his face was filled with distress. 

‘I was wrong to think that I had enough knowledge and skill to fire a gun,’ 
Dyane admitted. ‘Get him for me before he gets me,’ she begged. 


Scorpio studied Dyane a moment, his face expressionless. ‘You can count on 
it. No one tries to kill my woman and lives to try again,’ he said in a high pitch voice. 


Scorpio came closer. He was a tall, muscular man with a boxer face who 
rarely smiled. In cockney English, he boasted, ‘I’m your saviour. You have had a 
most unpleasant experience, Mrs Trevis, but I assure you, you are going to be fine. A 
temporary set back, a disappointment, but in a few days you will be where you 
belong: on top of the world.’ He sighed. ‘Ryan had better disappear before I make 
him disappear for good. He will soon find out that he is no match for me,’ he boasted. 

Dyane stared at him and then looked away as she saw the determination in 
Scorpio’s eyes. ‘Ryan outwitted me,’ she said thickly. ‘Go and get him.’ 


A surge of anxiety flowed through Dyane. “But be careful!’ she pleaded. ‘He 
is clever!’ 

Scorpio gave her a rare smile, a smile of reassurance. ‘I told you, you’re 
going to be fine, Mrs Trevis and I’m going to be fine too. All you need to do now is to 
rest and keep yourself out of sight.’ 

‘I will hide,’ Dyane whispered. ‘Ryan won’t find me.’ 


There was a look of concern on Scorpio’s face. He got close to Dyane and 
planted a gentle kiss on her forehead. They gazed into each other’s eyes. Gently she 
put her arms around Scorpio’s neck, pulled him closer to her and they locked into a 
passionate embrace. Her eyes filled with reassuring tears and she released him. 

‘I must go now,’ Scorpio told Dyane. ‘I will come back to see you when I’ve 
done the deed.’ 
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Since Michael Grant had last seen Dyane, he had been frantic. Relationships 
with his staff had turned into a mess. He has been screaming at them and upsetting 
them badly. Sitting alone in his study, he tried to understand what had happened to 
him. He told himself that Dyane was just another woman, a slutty brunette with the 
heart of a showgirl who wanted to be a famous writer. He poured scorn on her in 
every way he could think of, but in the end he knew it was no use. He needed her. 
Every night he wandered the streets of London, getting drunk in small bars where he 
was unknown. He tried to think of ways to reach Dyane but to no avail. There was no 
one he could even talk to about her, except Dani Trevis, and that, of course, was out 
of the question. 

Weeks after Dyane had disappeared; Michael arrived home at one o’clock in 
the morning, drunk, opened the door and walked into his living room. All of the lights 
were on and Dyane was curled up on a sofa dressed in one of his robes, with a book in 
her hands. She looked up as he entered, and smiled. 

‘Hello, Michael.’ 

Grant stared at her, his heart lifting, a feeling of infinite relief and happiness 
flooding through him. He said, “so, there you are... where have you been?’ 

‘Looking for a place to hide,’ Dyane answered. 

‘Hide from whom? Why?’ 

‘It’s a long story.’ 

‘Tve got plenty of time, I’m not going anywhere.’ 


Dyane gave Grant an account of what she had been up to, including telling 
him about her attempt to shoot Ryan. 
‘So, this Scorpio has gone after him, you say?’ 


Dyane nodded. 

‘Being here with me is a safe place for you.’ 
‘Can I really stay here?’ 

Grant nodded. ‘Yes’ 


Grant watched her for a long moment, knowing that in some strange way 
Dyane was sick, that some part of her had either died, or had never been alive and that 
no one would ever own her. Despite knowing this, he still couldn’t let go of her, 
because he was blinded by her beauty. 

Dyane had been doing well with her modelling career. She was brilliant at 
putting on a show that completely captivated her audience and Grant. She had become 
a supermodel overnight and was always on demand. 

After dinner, Grant asked, ‘Are you in love with Scorpio?’ 

His tone was casual, but Dyane had the feeling that her answer was 
important to him. 

‘No,’ she said slowly. 

He nodded, satisfied. ‘I’m glad you are not.’ 

‘But he is.’ 

‘That’s his problem. I believe I’m quite capable of making you very happy.’ 

‘As happy as you make your wife?’ Dyane said thoughtlessly. 
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Grant stiffened for a moment as though he had been struck with an iron fist 
and then turned to look at Dyane. 

‘I can be a good friend,’ he said quietly, ‘better than being enemies.’ 

‘That’s my sentiment exactly.’ 


In the lounge, sitting next to each other on the sofa, Dyane and Michael 
continued to talk. He told her about his wife and his children and how difficult 
marriage was for an MP. Dyane listened sympathetically and told him how difficult a 
romantic life was for a model. They were of course toying with each other’s feelings. 
Neither of them underestimated the intelligence of the other. Dyane knew the danger 
of her involvement with the man sitting next to her. She knew that Grant was astute 
enough to know that her interest in him was not because he was irresistible and she 
relied heavily on her ability to outmanoeuvre him in the game they were playing. 
Grant said something that Dyane would never forget. 

“Women are a strange race. Generally they like to be in control. The only 
times they are willing to be led are on the dancing floor and in bed. 


It was getting rather late. 
‘Shall we go to bed now?’ Dyane suggested. ‘I’m feeling sleepy.’ 
Grant nodded. ‘Of course, if you wish.’ He said softly. 


Dyane got up, followed by Grant and she led him to bed. 


KKK 


In the meantime, Ryan was travelling back to the house to release Dani. It 
took him the best part of an hour. When he got there he was baffled to see it was 
empty. How the fuck did he manage to get away? Ryan swore. Inexplicably, he was 
not too troubled by the situation. Unaware that Dyane was still alive, Ryan had come 
to tell Dani he had killed Dyane and to release him. Although this was not what Dani 
wanted, he believed Dani would feel safe knowing that the woman who wanted him 
dead had been eliminated. Before returning to London, he sat in the house alone for a 
while figuring out his next steps. There was nothing specific he could think of. He 
was completely oblivious to the fact that there was an enemy looking for him. 

Scorpio was on the hunt. He was so besotted with Dyane that he was 
prepared to do whatever it took to ensure that he kept his promise to be her avenger, 
protector, her only lover. 
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Winter had started to kick in. During the cold December month, the weather 
conditions ranged from poor to unpleasant. The minimum was 2°C (36°F) to at best 
9°C (47°F) in the London area, with warnings of snow from the weather forecast 
office. It was also getting dark earlier with an average of 70 hours of sunshine during 
the whole month. Because it was December, London was preparing for the holiday 
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season. The streets of the capital were decorated with Christmas lights and wreaths of 
holly. Santa Claus’ were in every corner, tolling their bells for coins. The pavements 
were crowded with people busy doing their Christmas shopping regardless of the icy 
winds. The shops were jammed with people celebrating the Christmas spirit and 
rudely elbowing other shoppers out of the way. 

Whilst searching for Ryan, Scorpio eventually spotted him in town. As the 
former was leaving the supermarket with his hands full of groceries and drinks, 
Scorpio noticed that a taxi was waiting for him. Whilst Ryan loaded his purchases 
into the boot of the taxi, one of the grocery bags slipped from his fingers. The driver 
helped him pick up everything. Climbing into the back seat of the taxi, Ryan had the 
distinct feeling that someone was watching his movements. However, he tried to tell 
himself that it was not the case, and that it was his imagination just working overtime. 

Once at home, Ryan peeped from behind the curtain and saw the same man 
sitting in a black Sudan. It stayed parked opposite his house for a few minutes then 
took off. Ryan stayed up all night with his gun fully loaded beside him. Only when he 
felt that no one was going to intrude on him, did he force himself to relax. 

The next day Ryan looked out of his bedroom window and saw the same car 
had returned and was parked opposite his house. He went out and approached the 
driver. 

‘Hi,’ Ryan said seriously, as he walked closer to the car. “Are you watching 
me?’ 

‘What makes you think that?’ Scorpio asked stiffly. 

Ryan looked at him, puzzled. ‘Well are you? I saw you yesterday in the 
supermarket car park looking at me when I was getting in the taxi, then I saw you 
parked opposite my house for a few minutes last night and now here you are again...’ 
Ryan stood there staring at him. “Go ahead; tell me you are not watching me.’ 


Scorpio looked at Ryan with a grimace then drove off. Because Scorpio did 
not deny it, it made Ryan even more suspicious and concerned. Could Scorpio be 
working for the police as an undercover detective, he wondered, or maybe as a police 
informant? Both possibilities troubled him. The fact that Scorpio might be a hired hit 
man had crossed his mind, which he quickly dismissed. Zf he was one, Ryan reasoned, 
he would have tried something already. The situation sufficiently worried him enough 
to ensure he was armed at all times and become more vigilant. 

The following weekend, Ryan was at the supermarket again. He left the store 
and whilst standing at the pedestrian crossing on high street, a car passed him. In the 
drivers seat was Dani and next to him was Anushka. Ryan had one brief glimpse of 
their faces and then the car turned a corner and was out of sight. 

Ryan stood there feeling happy that Dani and his girlfriend were back 
together. Dyane has lost, he mumbled, because, as far as he was concerned, he had 
killed her. Suddenly there was a shot. The bullet went straight into Ryan’s chest and 
he fell to the ground. Just before he closed his eyes he saw Scorpio standing next to 
him, smiling. 

‘Whyyyy?’ Ryan asked, faintly. 

‘For Dyane.’ 

‘She was going to kill me!’ and then closed his eyes. 
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Police were on the scene almost immediately and an investigation into who 
shot Ryan Kilner was underway. Less than twenty-four hours after the shooting, CJ 
busily interviewed the men and women standing nearby. Their faces were filled with 
great horror as though they all belonged to the same private club whose members felt 
that the attack was deplorable and were willing to do what they could to help bring the 
culprit to justice. 

Fifteen minutes after Ryan had been taken to hospital, fighting for his life, he 
went straight to the operating theatre, where a team of medics began to attend to him. 
The surgeon succeeded in removing the bullet from Ryan’s chest. ‘This is a miracle,’ 
said the surgeon, ‘the slug missed his heart by a whisker.’ After three hours in theatre, 
Ryan was sent to a recovery ward where his situation was declared critical. 

Seventy-two hours later, when Ryan opened his eyes, he looked confused and 
drowsy. Noticing the room had rows of occupied beds, he figured he was in a 
dormitory of some sort. 

“Where am I?’ he mumbled. 

“You are in St Mary’s hospital,’ a man dressed in a suit and raincoat standing 
next to his bed replied. 

‘I am Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield; do you know who shot you?’ 


Ryan stared at him debating how he should respond. In the end he gave CJ no 
real lead to follow even though he had a good idea who had shot him. Having seen the 
angry faces of the men who had witnessed the shooting, CJ was worried that they 
would take the law in their own hands. He could not have a mob, a group of would be 
avengers on the street of London causing havoc. 


Scorpio couldn’t wait to see Dyane and tell her that her troubles were over. He 
called her on her mobile phone. 

‘Are you saying that he is dead?’ Dyane asked, shocked. 

‘As dead as a dodo,’ Scorpio replied. ‘You’re free. He can’t touch you 
anymore.’ After a slight pause, he continued, ‘He wasn’t as tough as I thought he 
would’ve been,’ Scorpio added cockily. 


Scorpio asked Dyane to meet him downtown for dinner at the Ritz Hotel to 
celebrate. There was a note of excitement in his voice. 


When the call ended, Dyane was suddenly filled with dread. She tried to think 
of all the possible reasons that she should not go to the Ritz, but in the end she 
ignored the wishes of Grant. At five o’clock that afternoon, Dyane was fully dressed, 
sitting on her bed staring into the dressing-room mirror. 

‘I must not upset him,’ she reasoned. ‘Maybe, now that he had got rid of Ryan, 
she can gently tell Scorpio that they could not be anything more than just good 
friends?’ 


Dyane told herself this but she knew Scorpio would not accept it. She studied 
herself in the mirror, trying to be realistic. Whilst she did not want to upset Grant, she 
also did not want to make an enemy out of Scorpio either. 


She looked gorgeous, full of provocative curves. You’re a successful model, 
independent, classy and an irresistible sex pot, she told herself. Why can’t you have 
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both? 

At seven o’clock Dyane walked into the lounge of the Ritz Hotel. Scorpio had 
not arrived yet, so the manager escorted her to a table. She accepted a Campari and 
soda, compliments of the house. 

When the waiter brought it and Dyane took it, her hands were shaking. As she 
was about to take a sip, she saw Scorpio moving towards her. He negotiated his way 
between the tables, acknowledging greetings along the way. He looked so smart and 
carried with him an incredible vitality that made every eye turn in his direction. 
Dyane watched him, remembering the day Dani had come to her table when they 
went to the Ritz for dinner. She wished it was him. Scorpio reached the table and 
gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. 

‘Sorry I’m late, Dyane,’ he apologized. ‘The traffic has been heavy.’ He sat 
down, greeted the waiter and ordered a double black. 

Dyane’s mind was screaming out: Tell me how you did it! Tell me how he 
died! But she kept quiet. She took a sip of her Campari instead. Maybe the Campari 
would give her a bit more courage. Looking at Scorpio’s face, filled with love, Dyane 
knew that she had to be careful. Scorpio would not easily give her up after she had led 
him along. From the happy expression on his face she knew that he was pleased with 
her company. 

Suddenly, Scorpio lent towards her, and wearing a rare smile, he gingerly took 
her hand in his. 

“You'll never guess what I’ve got you, Dyane... an engagement ring.’ 


It was as though a filmy curtain had descended, giving everything a dreamlike, 
misty look. Scorpio was sitting next to Dyane, his lips moving, but his face was going 
in and out of focus and she could not hear any of the words coming out of his mouth. 


‘Dyane!’ Scorpio was shaking her arm and slowly her eyes focused on him 
and everything came back to normal. ‘Are you all right?’ 

Dyane nodded, swallowed and said, shakily, ‘I’m shocked. You’re moving too 
fast.’ 

“You understand that I love you, don’t you?’ 

‘Yes, I understand.’ But right now I’m not ready for a commitment. 

Scorpio was watching, concerned. ‘You’re crying.’ 

‘No, I am not,’ Dyane said resentfully and found to her horror that she was. ‘I 
—I just have to get used to the idea that Ryan is off my back and Dani is dead.’ 

‘They are,’ Scorpio said. 

‘Are they really?’ Dyane tried to force herself to believe this. ‘I don’t want to 
rush into anything. I need time.’ 

‘I understand. Take your time.’ 


He made it sound as though he was not pressing her. It was disappointing, 
feeling the whole fabric of his relationship being torn apart. 
‘We have plenty of time...,’ Scorpio was saying. 


Plenty of time for what? Dyane wondered bitterly. 
“What would you like to do tonight?’ Scorpio asked. 


In her heart she said, I’d like to make you vanish into thin air or send you to a 
place where I will never see you, never have to look at you, but aloud, Dyane said, 
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‘Let’s go to my bungalow.’ And there was a fierce, desperate urgency in him where 


he expected to spend the night making love. 
Christmas had come and gone, and it was a New Year. The snows of February 


gave way to the brisk winds of March, and Dyane divided her time between Grant and 
Scorpio, two-timing them. 2 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 


yan Kilner was discharged with medication and advised to take it easy. 
R After a few weeks he had decided that he was well enough to go back to 
work. 

Sitting in a café with his boss, he said, ‘I want to work. I need to do something 
other than sitting at home.’ 

He studied him a moment, then nodded. ‘Our community requires a modern 
residential home that would enhance its residents’ quality of life. I can’t think of 
anyone more creative than you.’ 

Two weeks later Ryan went to work meeting with clients and backers, 
determining the objective, specifications and budget for the project. 

He found his new interest kept him busy. Disappointingly, some of the backers 
pulled out and the project was declared no longer viable and had to be abandoned. 
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The thirty-year-old Northern Ireland conflict was a bout of political violence, 
low intensity armed conflict and political deadlock within the six north-eastern 
counties of Ireland that formed part of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and 
Northern Ireland. It was a complex conflict with multiple armed and political actors. 
It included an armed insurgency against the state by elements of the Catholic or 
nationalist population, principally waged by the Provisional Irish Republican Army 
(IRA), though it also included other republican factions, with the aim of creating a 
united independent Ireland. 

The IRA called a ceasefire in 1994, followed shortly afterwards by the loyalist 
groups, leading to multi-party talks about the future of Northern Ireland. The conflict 
was formally ended with the Belfast or Good Friday Agreement of 1998. 

Civil rights agitation from 1968 brought a violent response from the state and 
loyalists, culminating in severe rioting in August 1969. The rioting began over a loyal 
order march in Derry, after which rioting between police and Catholics — known as 
the ‘Battle of the Bogside’ — engulfed Catholic neighbourhoods. In Belfast, the rioting 
developed into street fighting between Catholics and Protestants during which an 
entire Catholic street — Bombay Street — was burned out. The British Army was 
deployed to restore order and Ryan Kilner had decided to join in. 

The riots marked a watershed. The IRA split into two factions, with the more 
militant, the Provisionals, claiming the existing organisation had failed to defend 
Catholics during the rioting. They were determined to launch a new armed campaign 
against Northern Ireland. 

The other faction, known as the Officials favoured building a left wing 
political party and fostering unity among the Catholic and Protestant working class 
before attempting to achieve a united Ireland. However it was the Provisionals who 
would go on to dominate. More moderate nationalists coalesced in 1970 as the Social 
Democratic and Labour Party (SDLP) which was opposed to violence. 

British troops were initially welcomed by Catholics as their protectors but 
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were rapidly drawn into a counter-insurgency campaign against Republican 
paramilitaries. 

The British Army’s relationship with the nationalist population quickly soured as a 
result of its efforts to disarm republican paramilitaries — notably the Falls Curfew of 
July 1970 in which it cordoned off the Lower Falls area of Belfast, engaging in 
several hours of gun battles with the Official IRA, killing four civilians and clouding 
the area in tear gas. Both IRA factions were targeting the British Army and sadly 
Ryan Kilner was shot in the back by a sniper. He died instantly. 
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Meanwhile Grant had ceased raising the subject of marriage with Dyane. The 
situation seemed to have changed. When they were together Dyane was not as 
attentive to his needs as she had been before, but she remained the perfect mistress. 
Someone he did not possess and never would. One day she would walk out of his life 
as unpredictably as she had wandered into it. Against everything he knew of women, 
he just could not let her go, even though he knew she was seeing Scorpio - which 
filled him with jealousy. Once he had been furious with her. ‘If my seeing Scorpio 
bothers you, Grant, I will stop seeing you.’ That was the last time he brought up the 
subject. 


Kk K 


Dani Trevis was a well-known British billionaire, entrepreneur and business 
magnet. Founder of the pharmaceutical company, e-COM—one of the biggest in 
Europe and one of the top ten largest drug companies in the world. He was medium 
height, had broad shoulders and a fair complexion with blue eyes that blazed with 
intelligence. Being handsome, many beautiful women wanted to go to bed with him 
but he did not immediately permit it. He was a business man; he did not give in to 
temptation so easily. But he was a survivor and knew how to survive. 

He was always on the list of best-dressed men. His suits were tailored by 
Anderson and Sheppard in London, his shirts by Jean-Luc Rambure in Paris, his shoes 
by Fratelli Rossetti in Rome, his wrist watch from Rolex in Geneva and his ties from 
a variety of countries around the world. If a man like him had died or even just 
disappeared, the news media would have covered the story. Not having heard 
anything in the news and vaguely recalling what Ryan had said after he thought he 
had killed Dyane, she suspected that Dani was still alive and was already planning her 
next move. 

Those who knew Dani saw only his good side. No one suspected that beneath 
the surface, he was a trench-fighter whose instinct was to go for the jugular vein. To 
him the word justice was often synonymous to vengeance and after what Dyane had 
tried to do to him, he had become preoccupied with both but was not quite ready or 
sure of how to react. 
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CJ Fairfield working quietly in the background was an unhappy man. The 
detective sat at his desk, a cigarette between his lips hiding his nicotine stained teeth. 
The information he had gathered was gradually building up and creating a picture of 
what was going on. His focus had been on Ryan, but now that he was dead, CJ had 
shifted his attention onto Dyane. He had kept her waiting in the reception office 
whilst he tried to figure out a way to handle things so that he could squeeze some 
additional information out of her to wrap up the case, but he reluctantly admitted to 
himself that it was going to be difficult. CJ sighed, snuffed out his cigarette, walked 
over to the door and opened it. Dyane was sitting on the black imitation leather couch, 
and as he studied her, his heart caught in his throat for a moment. It was unbelievable 
that such a beautiful woman could be so insensitive, resentful and devious. 

‘Good afternoon, ma’am,’ CJ said. ‘Come in.’ 


Dyane entered his office and as expected, she moved with the grace of the 
supermodel that she was. It was not the first time CJ had interrogated someone like 
Dyane and he was not a man with unlimited patience. 

Please sit down,’ CJ said, indicating a chair. Part of his strategy was to get 
Dyane to relax so that she would respond freely and honestly to his questions. ‘Can I 
get you something to drink, tea, coffee...?’ 

‘No,’ she replied. ‘What is it that you want with me?’ 


The bitch could have been more accommodating! 
‘Yes,’ CJ said. ‘As a matter of fact I have several questions for you.’ 


He reached over to the desk and pretended to study the dossier, which he had 
already memorized. 

‘Firstly,’ he informed her, ‘I know your husband has left you and is living with 
your sister, but he is currently missing. Out of town I am told.’ CJ spoke slowly and 
deliberately, watching the expression on her face. ‘If you ask me, I think he is dead.’ 

‘So what has that got to do with me?’ Dyane interrupted angrily. ‘Where he is 
now is none of my business. As you seem to already know, he doesn’t live with me 
anymore.’ 


CJ had expected her to react like that. ‘Erhm...in the UK...’ he saw the 
reaction before she could control it, and made a mental note of it. ‘In the UK,’ he 
continued, ‘when a strayed husband is missing or dead, the abandoned wife is the 
primary suspect.’ 

‘Really?’ 

CJ nodded his head. ‘Yes. He did not return home after work, even though he 
was expected to be taking his live-in girlfriend out to lunch. Coincidentally, that 
would have been the day of your wedding anniversary.’ CJ watched Dyane digesting 
the information, her expression giving no clue as to what she was feeling. But CJ was 
not finished with her yet. He picked up a newspaper clipping between his fingers and 
handed it to her. 

‘I think this might be of some interest you,’ CJ said. 


He saw Dyane stiffen and it was almost as though she knew what she was 
going to see. The clipping was from a daily newspaper. The caption read “Billionaire 


in love triangle. Can you tell the difference?’ and above it were two photographs, one 
of Dani Trevis and Anushka Singh and the other of Dani Trevis and Dyane 
Singh-Trevis. Dyane looked at it for a long moment and then returned the clipping to 
CJ. 

Dyane said, ‘If you don’t have any more questions for me, then I want to go.’ 
She got up and started to leave the room, leaving CJ staring after her in a state of 
complete astonishment. 

‘Get back here and sit down, Mrs Trevis.’ CJ said angrily. “You go when I tell 
you, you can.’ 


Dyane did not expect that kind of reaction from CJ and immediately complied 
with his request. 

‘This guy Scorpio, what is he to you?’ 

‘A friend.’ 

‘Just a friend?’ 

“Yes, just a friend, any problem with that?’ 

‘I’m surprised a woman of your class would have a man with a criminal record 
as a friend.’ 

‘I was not aware of that.’ 

‘I have a feeling he is more than just a friend...more like a friend with 
benefits.’ 

‘Suppose he is, what’s that to you? It’s not against the law for a woman to 
have a relationship with a man, however good or bad his character may be, is it?’ 

‘Nope... except if they are up to no good.’ 

‘Look, if you’ve got something on me why don’t you handcuff me? 
Otherwise, let me go.’ 

‘Not quite yet, but I will have. You can go now.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘I said, you are free to go... but do not leave town.’ 


Dyane left shaken. 
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When Dyane had returned to her house, she went into her bedroom and called 
Michael Grant immediately. He did not answer his apartment phone. She tried his 
mobile and was greeted with the dreaded try later message. After several unsuccessful 
tries, she gave up, went to his apartment and waited for him, apprehensively. Grant 
finally returned and was unusually happy to see her. After spending an evening at the 
London Palladium, they returned to the apartment and she made love to him. The 
passion was so wild that it reminded him of their early days together. Afterwards, 
Grant lay in bed next to her, trying to understand what had breathed new life into their 
relationship. 

Dyane did not underestimate CJ Fairfield. He was already suspicious of her. 
She remembered her meeting with him and shuddered. She must see to it that CJ was 
never able to prove anything against her, but how? 

‘Michael.’ 

“Yes Dyane.’ 
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‘Do you know a Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield?’ 

‘I know him quite well... brilliant detective... when he gets his teeth into 
something he does not give up easily.’ 

‘But what if he is put under pressure not to follow a lead?’ 

‘By whom? His superior?’ 

‘...and by someone like you.’ 

‘Why would I want to do that?’ 

‘Because he is bothering me.’ 

“Whatever for?’ 


Dyane decided to level with Grant and told him that she was the heroine in the 
novel she had written and how she got Ryan Kilner to murder Dani and then Scorpio 
to murder Ryan. However, she omitted to tell him that she had also tried to kill Ryan 
personally and failed. Feeling somehow responsible for giving her the idea and keen 
to protect the woman he was infatuated with, he decided to use his ministerial office 
in a corrupt fashion. 

Early next morning, Grant telephoned Matt Commins, the commissioner of 
Metropolitan police. An operator answered the switchboard and a few moments later 
Grant was put through to Matt’s secretary. 

‘Who is calling the Commissioner, please?’ 

‘The Deputy Prime Minister,’ Grant said, for the second time. 

‘I’m sorry, sir, but the Commissioner is in a conference. He cannot be 
disturbed.’ 

‘This is urgent, disturb him,’ Grant said authoritatively. 


Moments later, Matt Commins was on the phone. ‘Forgive me for keeping you 
waiting deputy prime minister,’ he apologized. “I was in a meeting.’ 

‘No apology required, Matt,’ Grant said. ‘I know how busy you are.’ 

‘Please. What can I do for you?’ 

‘Let me come straight to the point. There is a certain detective by the name of 
Fairfield bothering a certain Mrs Dyane Singh-Trevis. Can you do something about 
that?’ 

‘Leave it with me, sir.’ 

‘Make sure you get him off her back and off the case straight away.’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 
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There was a knock on the door. 

‘Come in.’ 

The door opened. ‘Oh it’s you, CJ. Come, come. Take a seat.’ 

‘You called for me, sir.’ 

‘I did indeed. I just wanted to know which case you are working on.’ 

‘The Ryan Kilner case, sir.’ 

‘The last I heard, he was alive, isn’t he?’ 

‘So is his attempted killer.’ 

‘CJ there are lots of attempted killers out there. I can’t waste an important 
detective like you on such cases. No, I want you to drop it and you will be reassigned 


50 


51 


to something more suited to your brilliant skills.’ 

‘But, sir...’ 

‘No buts, my mind is made up...oh by the way; keep as far away as you can 
from Mrs Trevis.’ 

‘She is the key in this conundrum.’ 

‘I am sure that if she is, Libby who is taking over from you will be quite 
capable of dealing with it.’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 

‘Good day.’ 
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As CJ walked to his car, looking rather unhappy following his meeting with 

his boss, Matt Commins, he heard his name being called. 

‘CJ, wait for me.’ 

CJ’s assistant Libby ran to him. ‘You were getting close that’s why you’ve 
been removed.’ 


Whilst he continued to walk, CJ glanced at Libby and grinned. ‘You’ve now 
got the job of bringing her to justice.’ 

‘As far as I am concerned, you are still in charge and I will keep you in the 
loop of any progress I make.’ 

‘Risk your career for me, why?’ 

‘Without you I’ve got nothing... how about we go for a drink?’ 

‘Now you mention it, I could do with a pint.’ 
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The next night when Dyane had finished her stint on the catwalk, Grant was 
waiting for her backstage. She was still apprehensive about CJ and couldn’t wait to 
hear that Grant had got him off her back. 

‘I saw your performance,’ Grant said. ‘Each time you are better than your 
previous one.’ 

‘Thank you, Michael. You really do know how to make a girl feel good.’ But 
what she was more interested in hearing was what he has done about CJ. 


Grant followed Dyane to her dressing room and got comfortable in an 
armchair. Dyane with no hesitation began to undress behind a screen. 

‘What good news have you’ve got for me?’ 

‘Well darling,’ that was the first time he had ever used such an endearing term, 
‘this CJ won’t be bothering you any more.’ 


Feeling so excited she jumped out from behind the screen in her birthday suit 
and rushed to Grant, cupping his face and gave him a long kiss on his lips. 

“You are so precious. Thank you!’ 

‘As precious as Scorpio?’ Grant rebutted cynically. 
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Dyane shook her head. ‘Don’t obsess yourself with him... I was going to ask 
you how I can get him to leave me alone too.’ 


Grant looked steadily into her eyes and then allowed his gaze to drop 
audaciously to her naked breasts and then down to her toes. He looked up into 
Dyane’s eyes again and sighed. ‘You have the perfect body, Dyane,’ he said softly. ‘It 
would be a shame to see beauty like yours locked behind bars.’ 

There was a kind of quietness in his voice that sent shivers down her spine. 

‘I really don’t want to go to jail, Michael. I want to be with you. Help me!’ 


Grant looked at Dyane and then laboriously rose to his feet. ‘I will help you, 
Dyane,’ he promised softly, “Trust me...now get dressed and let’s get out of here.’ 

“Yes, sir, Dyane answered with renewed assurance that her fate was in 
Grant’s hands. 
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On his return from the Commons, Grant took Dyane out to dinner and spent 
the night at her house. 

In the morning he drove back to the Commons and afterwards he went back to 
Dyane’s house and knocked at the door. After a long while, Dyane slowly opened it. 
She was almost naked. Grant stared at her, not recognizing her. Her face and body 
were a mass of ugly bruises and puffy swellings. Her eyes were slits of pain. She had 
been beaten up by a professional. 

‘Christ!’ Grant exclaimed. ‘What happened?’ 

Dyane opened her mouth and Grant saw that two of her upper front teeth had 
been knocked out. ‘Scorpio,’ she babbled. ‘He came in as soon as you le — le — left.’ 

‘Didn’t you call the police?’ Grant demanded, horrified. 

‘H — he said he would kill me if I told anyone. He meant it, M — Michael.’ She 
stood there in shock, holding onto the door for support. 

‘Did he take anything from you?’ 

‘N — No. He fo- forced his way in and raped me and then h — he beat me up.’ 

‘Put some clothes on,’ Grant said. ‘We’re going to the hospital.’ 

‘I don’t want to g — go out with my face like this,’ Dyane pleaded. 


‘Alright’. Grant telephoned Dr Hill—a friend of his and arranged for him to 
come over. Dr Hill did not take long to get to Dyane’s house. 

‘I’m sorry I can’t stay,’ Grant told Dyane. ‘I have to get back to the Commons. 
I?ll see you as soon as I finish.’ 

After giving Dyane a thorough examination, Dr Hill was satisfied that other 
than the two missing teeth, facial bruises and wounds including a cut lip and swellings 
on the cheeks, there were no fractures. He cleaned up her injuries and prescribed pain 
killers for two weeks. 

‘Take two of these tablets every six hours,’ Dr Hill advised. ‘Applying cold 
compresses and using extra pillows will help reduce the facial swellings.’ 
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When Grant returned four hours later, the house was empty. He called his 
doctor friend to see if he could shed some light. He could not. Grant had an inkling of 
what could have happened. He remembered Dyane saying Scorpio had told her she 
belonged to him and if she dared to leave him he would kill her. Grant sensed the 
cold, deadly sound of those words. If he intended to kill her he would have done it 
already, Grant concluded. He held back from taking any immediate action. 


All Grant had ever seen in Dyane was a loving, beautiful woman, who made 
him feel young again. Can I be so wrong about her? He thought. Could asking Matt 
Commins to get CJ off her back have been a mistake? Grant needed to decide the best 
course of action if he was to save Dyane. Just as he was about to call Matt Commins 
for help, Dyane walked in. 

“Where have you been?’ 

“Walking? I needed some fresh air... I needed to think... I can’t live my life in 
fear of that monster Scorpio.’ 

“You're right. Thugs like him, especially the ones who terrorise and beat up 
women, need to be behind bars... I think you would be safer in my apartment.’ 

‘No I want to stay here.’ 

‘But why? You know he could come back.’ 

‘I have a gun. I'll shoot him.’ 

‘And then what? Prison food is not that appetizing.’ 


Grant managed to get a thin smile out of Dyane. He looked at her and then 
said, ‘alright, I'll see if I can get you a minder.’ 

‘Not that horrible CJ Fairfield, I hope.’ 

‘Call your dentist and get those missing teeth replaced.’ 


Dyane picked up the telephone and made a call to her dentist requesting an 
emergency appointment. After seeing Dyane, the dentist discussed the options 
available. Dyane settled for a bridge. The dentist arranged for an urgent replacement 
of her two missing teeth. For weeks Dyane kept out of sight, whilst a nurse continued 
visiting her daily. 2 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


Six weeks later 


ani’s kidnapping experience and his eventual escape had been nothing 

ow) less than luck, although he preferred to see it as a miracle. But in reality 

it was probably neither luck nor a miracle, it was more his technical 

knowledge and skills that had helped him to get out of a situation that could have spelt 
death for him. It was one of the happiest moments of his life. 

However, Dani knew that sooner or later once Dyane had discovered he was 
still alive, she would most likely hire another hit man. Strangely enough Dani was not 
looking for retribution because he understood Dyane’s position. He needed to think 
how he could protect himself; how he could persuade Dyane to give up her desire to 
harm him. That led him to review his decision to leave Dyane to start a new 
relationship with Anushka. 

There were at least two problems he was faced with. First, having painfully 
acknowledged he was a cheater living with Anushka another cheater which was 
enough to jinx his relationship, albeit some couples do manage to survive infidelity. 
Nevertheless, breaking social rules and traditions are never easy to justify. Taking up 
with someone who has been willing to sneak around, screw God knows where, break 
every rule and steal a partner that most would agree belonged to Dyane had begun to 
repulse him. 

Secondly, having demonstrated a selfish lack of regard for the feelings or 
well-being of anyone but themselves to be happy was equally repulsive. 

How can I take such toxic, unrepentant, selfish mix and put together a normal, 
honest relationship based on the rules of society? He questioned. 

The thought that his relationship with Anushka was built on lies and betrayal, 
had become a prey to paranoia. His initial happiness was gradually being overcome 
by arguments, especially whenever Anushka brought up the question of marriage. 
The grass that appeared greener was no longer greener; it had become much the same 
colour as it was with Dyane. 

Was my life so dull that I had to go looking for more fun, more excitement? He 
seriously questioned himself. May be I should be watering my existing lawn with a 
different fertilizer? He thought. 

Dani remembered a wise man once said to him that no relationship is perfect 
and no relationship stays exciting. He had been married to Dyane for 10 years and 
whilst it might have felt that he was stuck in a rut, there was no greener grass except 
in his own yard. But was there a way back? 

Days went by and he suddenly had a bright idea. 

Early the following morning Dani went to see Dyane in her house. She was 
not that surprised to see him because she had already suspected he was not dead and 
his presence now confirmed that. However, she managed to camouflage her feelings 
well and charmingly asked him to come in. 

After chatting for a while, he asked her to come for a drive with him. 

‘A drive? What would Anushka say? By the way, where is she?’ 

‘She has gone to see a friend and won’t return till late. She doesn’t need to 
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know anything.’ 

‘Oh really! Dyane grimaced. Erhm...is everything alright between you two?’ 

Dani hesitated. ‘It could be better.’ 

‘I see. What’s stopping it from being better?’ 

“You!” 

‘Me?’ 

‘Look I can’t go for a drive with you now. I have an appointment with my 
beautician.’ 

‘Another time perhaps?’ 

‘Perhaps!’ 


The moment Dani left, Dyane hurriedly dressed and went over to the parlour. 
The masseuse, an Italian beauty, told her to strip and then examined her body 
critically. 

“You need to shape up,’ she scolded Dyane. ‘If you are willing to work 
hard, you can get back into shape again.’ 

‘Tm willing,’ said Dyane. 


With the support of her Italian helper, Dyane worked out every day, going 
through all the agonies of body reviving needed. By the end of the week the change in 
her was noticeable. Dani came to see her again. 

“Wow you look so different and beautiful,’ Dani remarked. 

“You really think so?’ 

“Yes.” 


Dyane and Dani were having a cup of coffee on her terrace. It overlooked a 
lake. It was a perfect day. The sun was shining down and a lazy breeze was coming 
off the water. Her maid had brought some snacks. Dyane was wearing a sexy tight 
fitting dress. When the maid came in, Dani had put his arms around Dyane and kissed 
her on the neck. ‘What a great day,’ Dani murmured. 

The maid smiled, embarrassed and discreetly retreated. Dyane too, was 
embarrassed. It was so unexpected. He was really acting out of character, Dyane 
thought, but nevertheless she found it very touching. 

‘I have a great day planned for us,’ Dani said. He pointed to the east, where 
they could see a giant tower. ‘We’re going to drive there.’ 


Dyane saw that Dani was serious. She looked up at the tower again. It looked 
as though it was touching the sky. ‘I had always wanted to go there, but never had a 
good reason to,’ she said. 

‘Now you have. Say yes.’ 


It would have been so simple to say no, so simple to just sit here and enjoy the 
company. The temptation was almost overwhelming, but Dyane suspected that Dani 
was not happy and as she still wanted to be with him, she was ready to forgive him 
and take him back should he want to. Here was a chance for her to rekindle their 
relationship and she was not going to blow it. 


‘OK. Let me put on something more suitable,’ she said. 


Dani’s face lit up. He was so glad she had decided to accept his invitation. 
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They drove uphill towards the tower. As they got close to it, they saw a small food 
stand at the side of the road and Dani stopped and bought two candyflosses from the 
old man. 

‘If it’s nice up there,’ Dani told the old man, ‘my bride and I may want to 
spend the night.’ He gave Dyane a hug and the man grinned. 


When they got closer to the tower, there were two roads, branching off in 
opposite directions. Both roads looked wide but frighteningly steep, one looked 
steeper than the other. 

‘Which way?’ Dani asked. 

Dyane pointed to the left. ‘No let’s take the right one,’ said Dani, ‘it is steeper 
thus more fun.’ 


As they were taking the turn, the old man watched them with concern. He 
wanted to run after them and tell them that there were road works ahead. At that 
moment some customers came up to the stand and the old man decided to attend to 
them instead. As they drove further along, the wind grew fiercer. Dyane was 
frightened, yet felt safe as she was with the man she loved and always had. From time 
to time Dyane glanced down and was amazed at how high they had already reached. 
She wanted to stop there. Dani became aware that Dyane was not comfortable. The 
slope was getting to her. 

‘Don’t be scared I’m in control,’ Dani said, cockily. 


Dyane looked at him, sighed and reluctantly accepted his words. They had 
reached a sharp turn to the right and in front of them was a small wooden bridge built 
across a deep gorge. The bridge was swaying in the wind and did not look secure 
enough to carry the weight of a man let alone two people in a car. Dani started to 
drive across and the bridge started to sink with the weight and then held. Dani looked 
down. The gorge was over one thousand feet below. Dani continued driving across 
when he heard Dyane shout, ‘Dani!’ 

He turned to her. She looked petrified. 

‘Let’s not continue,’ Dyane begged. 

‘We’re almost across. Besides it is safer to go forwards than backwards. You 
worry too much.’ 


Dani continued driving forward, leaving Dyane to sweat it out. The wind was 
getting stronger and the bridge began to vibrate. Dyane looked down at the deep 
gorge and fear began to fill her. This was no longer fun; it was dangerous. Dyane 
looked ahead and saw that the car had almost reached the other side. She gritted her 
teeth, grabbed the sides of her seat whilst the bridge continued to sway. She closed 
her eyes in order not to look down at the abyss below. Fear was evident all over her 
face. 

When the car had finally reached the other side, Dyane rushed out shivering 
with terror and said, ‘that was an experience that I don’t ever want to repeat again.’ 

Dani looked at her enjoying every moment he had put her through. ‘Don’t 
worry there is another way to get back.’ 

‘Thank god for that.’ 


He put his arm around her shoulders. ‘Tell you what,’ he smiled, ‘in the boot I 
have a picnic basket and I am starting to feel quite peckish. How about you?’ 
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Dyane was not really in the mood to consume anything, but nodded 
reluctantly. 
‘That’s my girl. I'll just go and get it.’ 


Despite the terrifying experience Dyane was glad that she had come. It had 
been a long time since she had seen Dani so cheerful and fearless. He seemed to be 
possessed by a sense of excitement that kept growing as they were on the swinging 
bridge coming across. He was driving courageously, while the increasingly petrifying 
experience was making Dyane sick to her stomach. 

Sandwich in her hand, Dyane took a couple of steps towards the edge of the 
cliff when suddenly a rock beneath her feet dropped away and a dizzying abyss 
appeared below her. 

‘Dani!’ she screamed. 


He rushed to Dyane instantly, grabbed her arm and pulled her back, guiding 
her over the rocks to a safe place. Dyane’s heart was pounding wildly. My God that 
was close! She thought aloud. Dyane lay there on the flat ground allowing the cool 
breeze to tease her hair. The shock slowly subsided. There was nothing else to worry 
about. Dani had said there was an alternative way down, which had to be safer she 
reckoned. 

‘Ready to go back?’ Dani asked. 

She nodded. ‘Yes.’ Her heart had stopped pounding and she was beginning to 
breathe normally again. She took a deep breath and smiled up at him. 


Dyane got up, walked to a wooden observation platform with railing around 
the edge, from which there was a spectacular view of the dizzying panorama below. A 
dozen feet away Dyane could see the road leading to the tower. 

‘Oh, Dani, it is so beautiful,’ Dyane said. ‘I feel like I’m on cloud nine’ 


But, Dani wasn’t listening to her. He seemed preoccupied — tense, as though 
he was worried about something. 


Suddenly the excitement seemed to have gone out of him. 
‘Let’s get the hell out of here and go home.’ he said. 

‘But — What about the tower?’ 

‘No, to hell with it,’ he snapped. ‘I’ve lost interest.’ 


Taking the easy road he drove back and remained silent on the way down. It 
was as though he had become engulfed by an icy rage and Dyane could not 
understand why. 

‘Have I done something to upset you, Dani?’ 


Dani did not answer. When they got back to her house, Dyane was dying to 
make love to him. She put her arms around him and started to kiss him, Dani gently 
pushed her away claiming he was tired. 

At one o’clock in the morning Dyane was still awake, too excited to sleep. It 
had been a long and frightening day. She thought of the shaky bridge and how they 
could both have died. If they had both died together, she would have been happy. She 
would have had the last moments with him and Anushka would have lost him. Once 
Anushka had heard of how they had died, it would have torn her apart. The perfect 
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revenge! Finally she fell asleep. 

Dani too could not sleep. He was angry with himself. He hated the fact that he 
had taken Dyane on an outing and had given her such a hard time. The thought that 
Dyane had sent someone to murder him continued to bother him. His survival instinct 
kicked in. Kill or be killed, was his initial thought. Did he still feel that way? Was 
there a psychopathic part to his personality? Or was he experiencing mixed feelings? 

The following morning Dani checked in with Dyane. 

‘How would you like to explore the Kents Cavern?’ 

‘I heard it’s worth a visit,’ Dyane replied. ‘I’m told there are signs of 
habitation dating back to the Stone Age.’ 

‘We can take a guided tour through the labyrinth of chambers and listen to 
stories of how prehistoric humans and animals made their homes there...’ 

Dyane cut in, ‘...and admire the dramatic stalactites and stalagmites on the 
roofs and floors.’ 

“Yeah! We might even find artifacts, such as a shark’s tooth, in the 
archaeological dig area,’ Dani added. 

‘Yikes!’ Dyane grimaced. “But while we are there, I wouldn’t mind painting a 
woolly mammoth on a cave wall or stopping into the Ancestors Exhibition to see the 
oldest human fossil discovered in Britain...’ 

Dani interrupted, ‘we can finish our visit with a bite in the on-site restaurant.’ 

‘Awesome!’ said Dyane. ‘When do we go?’ 

‘How about next weekend?’ 

‘Next weekend it is,’ Dyane confirmed. 
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Dani had no intention of hiring a guide, even though it was usually highly 
recommended. There had been several tragedies there, through people getting lost. 
One young couple got lost in the new section and still have not been found to this 
very day. It had not been fully explored and in some sections there were no lights. 

The following Saturday at five o’clock Dani and Dyane were at the caves. As 
it was getting close to closing time they did not even have to pay. The clerk gave them 
a pamphlet and reminded them that the caves would be closed at six o’clock. 

‘Enjoy! Don’t forget to make a wish inside, it always comes true,’ the clerk 
said. 


Dani had come prepared. In one pocket he had a small torch with fresh 
batteries and in the other a pocket full of Glocarnival pebbles. As they were going in, 
the sheep started to cry signalling that a storm was on its way. Over the centuries, 
inside the caves, tremendous stalagmites and stalactites had formed themselves into 
the shapes of animals and palaces and jewels and the caves were an important tourist 
attraction. 

‘Are we going in without a guide?’ Dyane questioned. 

‘We don’t need one,’ Dani said, curtly. 

“Are you sure?”’ 

‘Yes. It’s a scam. All we do is go inside and look at the cave. We’ve got all the 
information we need in the pamphlet.’ 

‘All right,’ Dyane said agreeably. 


The entrance to the cave was brightly lit with flood lamps and filled with 
milling tourists, most of them making their way out. The walls and roof of the cave 
were crammed with epic figures sculpted out of the rocks: birds and giants and 
flowers and crowns. 

Stalactites hung down over their heads. A tunnel led to a second smaller room 
lit by naked bulbs, their fittings fixed to the ceiling of the cave. They could see more 
fanciful figures in it. At the far end of the cave there was a hand written sign that 
read: Danger: Keep Away. 

Whilst Dyane was studying a carving near the entrance, Dani walked to the 
sign and tossed it to one side. 

‘We’re running out of time,’ said Dyane, ‘we’d better leave.’ 

‘No!’ Dani shouted. 

Dyane looked at him in surprise. 

‘The most interesting part is the new section, Dani explained, ‘we can’t miss 
that.’ 

‘Oh,’ Dyane said. ‘Where is it?’ 

‘Over there.’ Dani took Dyane by the arm and guided her towards the rear of 
the cave and stood in front of the gaping black abyss. 

‘I don’t want to go in there, it’s dark.’ 

‘Stop worrying, look I’ve got a torch.’ Dani produced one from his pocket, 
turned it on—‘bingo—and then there was light!’ he shouted. He discreetly released 
one Glocarnival pebble as he moved along. 


Dyane stood there, staring at the tunnel. ‘It doesn’t look safe to me,’ she said 
nervously. ‘I’m frightened, Dani.’ 
‘It is safe, trust me,’ Dani replied. 


Dyane still hesitated. She didn’t want to appear like she didn’t trust his 
judgement. ‘All right,’ she said. 


They had moved only a few feet into the passage when there was an abrupt 
turn to the right and then it curved to the left. Except for the faint beam of Dani’s 
torch there was total darkness. They were alone in a cold, timeless ancient world. 
Dyane could barely see Dani and tightened her grip on his arm. 

‘Darling, it’s getting late, I want to go back. The caves will be closing.’ 

‘No, not yet,’ Dani replied. ‘There’s one particular cave I want to find. It’s 
supposed to be really out of this world.’ He started to move forwards. 


Dyane didn’t want to move. She suddenly remembered the picture Ryan 
Kilner took of Dani laying on the floor as proof that he was dead which she now knew 
was a scam. She recalled last weekend was a very scary outing. What if that was a 
trial run? She wondered, and today it’s for real. He certainly knows I wanted him 
dead. What if he now kills me and leaves me here to rot? She soliloquized. 


‘Coming?’ Dani was getting impatient. 


As they had moved forward, Dyane had noticed that the ceiling of the cave 
was lower, the walls damper and the tunnel was more claustrophobic. 
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‘I want to go back. I’m too frightened to continue. Besides it is getting 
chillier,’ Dyane insisted. Their voices sounded muffled and hollow, like a series of 
continuous dying echoes. 

He squeezed her arm. ‘PI warm you up when we get back to your house.’ 

‘That would be nice. Let’s go back now. We can always come back another 
day.’ 

‘Let’s explore a bit more,’ Dani insisted. 

‘No I want to go back, now,’ Dyane raised her voice. 

‘Okay, if that’s what you want let’s go back.’ 

‘Thank you.’ Dyane felt her heart lighten. 


Dyane glanced back over her shoulder and behind her was complete darkness. 

‘Damn!’ she said. 

‘What’s the matter?’ 

‘I can’t see anything back here.’ 

‘Okay you stay here. ‘I’ll move a few feet forward and see if there is another 
passage to take us back.’ 

‘No I don’t want to stay here alone.’ 

“You'll be fine, there is no one here to hurt you.’ His voice sounded tense and 
abnormal. 

‘No, take me with you.’ 

‘No, I can do it faster alone. I just want to check the fork where we made the 
last turn. P'll be back in ten seconds.’ 

‘Are you sure?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘All right, hurry up then,’ Dyane said, uneasily. 


She watched him go. 
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CHAPTER NINE 


yane stood there, shivering, counting down the seconds in her mind and 
then the minutes. 


Dani did not return! 


She began to think she had been lured into the cave and left to die. The feeling 
of darkness engulfed her like wicked invisible waves. She called out, ‘Dani, Dani, 
Dani? Until her voice was hoarse. She cleared her throat and tried again louder, 
‘Dani?’ She could hear her voice echo back and then die away. She began to feel the 
first shoot of terror emerging. To calm herself down, she told herself, Dani will be 
right back. All I have to do is stay put and remain cool. 

The minutes ticked away and slowly she began to acknowledge that something 
had gone terribly wrong. Still she refused to accept that Dani had abandoned her. 
Dani must have slipped and fallen, he’s probably hit his head on the sharp sides of the 
cave and might be lying just a few feet away from me, bleeding to death, she told 
herself, or perhaps he is lost and trapped in the cave, as I am. 

It did not take long for panic to quietly creep in. She could just sit there or she 
could do something. She decided to start walking cautiously in the direction from 
which she had come. Soon she came to the place where the passage had divided. 
Loose stones were rolling beneath her feet. She heard a distant sound and stopped to 
listen. Dani is that you? She shouted. There was no answer. It was a drone sound. 
Who’s down here? She called out again and waited for a response. The drone sound 
got closer and closer and grew louder and louder. Suddenly it leapt on her in the dark; 
cold and clammy skin brushed against her cheeks and she felt something with sharp 
claws crawling on her head and her face was smothered by the mad beating of wings 
of some nameless creature attacking her in the darkness. She fainted. 

It was an hour, possibly two, when she regained consciousness. There had 
been no check at the entrance on who went in or out of the caves. Still she prayed 
someone would miss them and would come to look for them. Instead of sitting there 
and hoping, she began to walk slowly, making careful steps. It was the loneliest and 
scariest walk of her life. Jf Dani was trying to kill me, she thought, his plan is better 
than mine. 

The harsh reality for Dyane was that she became convinced that she would 
never get out of the cave alive. Those nameless, horrible attackers would soon come 
back for her. The thought of them sent goose pimples down her spine, and forced her 
to take deep breaths. As she began to lose hope of Dani coming back for her or of 
finding her way out of the cave, she became more and more certain that her body 
would be mutilated and devoured and in time all that would be left of her would be 
her skeleton. 

Once again she heard low whining and then a louder wave of sound, moving 
towards her. No, not those horrible creatures coming back for me, she screamed, and 
this time it would be the end. Then it rang out into the darkness. Another sound came, 
louder and louder and out of the black tunnel a light appeared. She heard voices 
calling out and hands began to reach for her and lift her out. 

She could not believe she had been rescued and suddenly became hysterical, 
so much so that she was rushed to the nearest general hospital. To quieten her down 
the ward doctor gave her a sedative. 
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Several hours later she opened her eyes and saw a woman in a nurse’s uniform 
and a man in a rain coat standing by her bed. 

‘Who are you? Where am I?’ 

‘I am Sister Bernadette. You are in Queen Elizabeth hospital.’ 

“You are a very lucky woman,’ the man in the rain coat said, whom she 
immediately recognised to be the one and only Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield. 

‘He—he left me in the cave to die.’ 

‘Who left you there?’ 

‘My husband.’ 

‘That can’t be right.’ 

‘She must be in shock,’ Sister Bernadette said. Turning to CJ, ‘perhaps it 
would be better if you let her rest a bit longer.’ 

‘Of course.’ CJ turned and walked out. 


Sister Bernadette came closer. She was short and chubby, with a pleasant 
smile. She spoke English with a slight French accent. 

“You have had a most unpleasant experience, Mrs Trevis, a mild concussion 
and a severe shock, but you will soon be fine.’ She sighed. ‘They should never let 
anyone go in those caves without a guide.’ 

Dyane shook her head. ‘I’m telling you, my husband tried to kill me. He left 
me there to die. Why don’t you believe me?’ 

“You need to rest.’ She gave her another sedative. 


When Sister Bernadette got to her office she found CJ waiting there. 

‘How is she now Sister?’ 

‘Still in shock and still insisting that her husband left her there to die.’ 

‘How come..? It was her husband who called for help and gave a fix on her 
location. Where is the husband now?’ 

‘He is down the corridor in the orthopaedic ward with a broken arm.’ 
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Dany Trevis was sitting in a chair, when he saw CJ entered the ward. He 
looked distressed. 

‘How is my wife, Inspector?’ 

‘She is still in shock but insisting that you tried to kill her. This is rather 
confusing. Tell me again what happened.’ 

‘We took the wrong turn and got lost in the cave,’ Dani explained. ‘I searched 
and when I could not find her, I decided to find my way out. It was very dark in the 
cave. My torch was dying on me. I could barely see where I was walking. I slipped 
and fell down breaking my left arm in the process. I used my shirt as a sling. As soon 
as I got out, I summoned the police, and told them where in the cave we were 
together. Your search party did the rest.” He paused. ‘I’m so glad your guys found 
her... Pm so grateful.’ 

‘Why didn’t you take a guide?’ 

‘I acted stupidly. I know that now. At the time, I thought we could manage 
with the pamphlet alone. It was entirely my fault.’ 


CJ’s investigations had already revealed that Dyane had hired Ryan to kill 
Dani, a mission which had failed. Therefore it was quite feasible that Dani was 
seeking retribution. But if that was the case, why did he organise a search party to 
find her? CJ questioned. 

The next day CJ went to visit Dyane again. There were questions that needed 
answers. She was in bed, eyes opened. 

‘How are you feeling today, Mrs Trevis?’ 

‘A bit groggy,’ she said. 

‘I imagine that would be the effect of the drugs you have been given. Look I 
have only got a couple of questions for you... Yesterday you said your husband tried 
to kill you.’ 

‘Yes, but no one believes me.’ 

‘Do you still think so?’ 

“Yes. He left me there in the cave alone to die.’ 

CJ pondered for a second or two on that response and then asked, ‘Mrs Trevis, 
do you know how we found you?’ 

She shook her head, Nooo...’ 

‘Hmmm... Your husband led us to you.’ 


Dyane stared at CJ, looking perplexed. 

‘My husband...’ 

“Yes, Mrs Trevis, your husband said he lost his way, fell and broke his left 
arm. He searched and when he could not find you, he found his way out of the cave 
and called for help.’ 

She looked at CJ, still not understanding. ‘Dani... called for help, you say?’ 

CJ nodded. ‘You see, if he was trying to leave you there to die, why would he 
get help?’ 


Dyane lay there trying to digest this new information. She was filled with 
confusion. CJ was watching her reaction compassionately. 

‘Maybe I—I misjudged him then. Where is he now?’ 

‘He is down the corridor in the orthopaedic ward; his arm is being put in 
plaster.’ 
‘Poor Dani...’ 
‘On the other hand,’ CJ intervened rhetorically, ‘could it have been an act?’ 
“An act?’ 
“Yeeees, he might have thought that our rescue team would not find you, or by 
the time they did, it would have been too late.’ 

‘Now I am truly confused.’ 

‘I know you hired a hit man to kill your husband, didn’t you!’ 

*...but obviously the contract was not fulfilled, which is why Dani is still 
alive.’ 

*,..and he could have been seeking...’ 

‘retribution.’ Dyane completed CJ’s sentence. 

‘But we have no proof to support this theory,’ CJ said lifting his hands in the 
air. ‘Oh well, thank you ma’am. You rest now.’ 

As CJ was walking out Dyane called him, ‘Inspector?’ 

He stopped and made a half turn, ‘Yes.’ 

‘Are you back on the case?’ 

‘I was never off it,’ CJ replied with a grin, and left the ward. 
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Dyane could not rest. ‘Dani called for help,’ she kept repeating to herself. 
She was convinced that the man she had previously tried to kill was trying to 
murder her. All evidence suggested otherwise though. Oh god how could I think 
so badly of him. Her head felt heavy and her eyes wanted to close. When he 
comes to see me, she promised herself, PU level with him. He’ll understand why I 
sent a hit man after him and he’ll forgive me. Then everything will be good again, 
just the way it was... 

Hours later, a sharp cracking sound woke her up. Dyane pulled herself up 
to a sitting position and looked at the wall clock. She struggled to work out the 
figures on the dial because she was too groggy from the sedative she had been 
given. It was six o’clock in the morning. The nursing staff were preparing to serve 
breakfast. 

‘Nurse,’ Dyane called out, ‘when can I see my husband? Why hasn’t he 
come to see me? He is only down the corridor, a few wards away.’ 

‘He came last night, Mrs Trevis, but you were fast asleep. He sat for 
twenty minutes by your bedside, hoping you would wake up. When you didn’t he 
left.’ 

‘I have to see him; I owe him a big apology.’ 


Dyane tried to get out of bed. Her head started to spin forcing her to lie 
down and wait for the dizziness to go away. 

‘Nurse where is my mobile?’ 

“You did not bring one.’ 

‘Can you bring me a phone I must call my husband?’ 

‘No phone calls are allowed until after nine o’clock.’ 

‘But it’s urgent.’ 

‘I am sorry, I don’t make the rules.’ 

“Who makes these stupid rules, anyway? I want to talk to the ward sister.’ 

‘She is with the doctor.’ 

‘Tell her I want to see her anyway, before I start to scream.’ 

‘Alright, relax.’ 


Dyane’s muscles were feeling stiff and she had a painful, aching throb in 
her head. Suddenly she was experiencing shortness of breath. The nurse quickly 
gave her some oxygen to help her breathe easier. 


Dyane finally closed her eyes. 
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When she awakened, she saw Sister Bernadette looking down at her. 
‘Oh Sister Bernadette, I want to see my husband,’ she begged. 

‘He came to see you but you were asleep.’ 

‘I know, the nurse told me. I have something very important to tell 
him...He is only a few wards away, please call him.’ 
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‘He is not anymore, he has been discharged, Mrs Trevis.’ 

‘Discharged? When?’ 

‘A few hours ago... Erhm... you will be going home tomorrow, you can 
see him then...oh by the way he left you this.’ Sister Bernadette handed her a 
white envelope. Dyane opened it immediately and pulled out a get well card with 
a special message informing her of where he would be staying. 
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London is one of the world’s most beautiful cities and it’s very easy to see 
why. One can simply gaze out across the capital from the top of the London Eye and 
take it all in—the Houses of Parliament, Big Ben, Buckingham Palace, St Paul’s, the 
Tate, the Shard... there’s just so much history, so much culture and so 
much...everything! Using the tube or open bus top you can travel to other places that 
are always ready to welcome you after an exciting day in the city. 

But when Dani had left hospital, he went straight to a luxury beachside 
bungalow, where he felt he would get the peace and tranquillity he needed not to 
mention the smell of the sea that was perfect for him to recover. 

The bungalow was a few yards away from Dyane’s. Anushka and Dyane had 
bought a bungalow each before Dani had entered the picture. They were decorated 
and furnished with the same stylist furniture. Each bungalow had two upstairs 
bedrooms, a bathroom with bath, walk-in shower, heated towel rail and WC including 
a small balcony. Downstairs there was a cloakroom with a basin and WC, a huge 
fitted kitchen, a living/diner which led to a conservatory to the back of the property 
with amenities such as electric central heating, electric oven and hob, microwave, 
fridge/freezer, washer/dryer, dishwasher and even a coffee maker, smart TV, WiFi, a 
small selection of books and parking spaces for 2 cars. The front of the bungalow 
faced towards the sea. From the upstairs balcony there was a spectacular view of the 
sea. 

Relaxing in the conservatory with a book in his hand, Dani found he was not 
really concentrating on the words. His mind was too preoccupied with the next trip he 
was thinking of taking with Dyane. Maybe I'll take her to Paris, he thought. 

He had been there with her in the past on many occasions and he remembered 
how she enjoyed climbing the 674 steps from the bottom of the Tower to the second 
floor, and had admired Paris whilst standing on the top level of the Eiffel Tower. He 
recalled how one morning he had called Dyane, excitedly, ‘Hey, I’ve got a great 
restaurant for us. Can you get to my office and we can go for lunch?’ 

Dyane had looked at the stack of chores waiting for her attention. ‘Sure,’ she’d 
replied, recklessly. 

Dani had been waiting for Dyane in front of his office and when she got there 
they got into a car. 

‘Did I screw up your day for you?’ Dani had asked mischievously. 

‘Naah.’ She lied. 


Dani headed the car towards the airport. 
‘How far is this restaurant?’ Dyane asked. 
‘Not far...” he lied. 


When they had reached the airport turnoff, Dani swung the car into the 
entrance. 

‘Is the restaurant at the airport?’ 

‘At the other end,’ Dani replied. He parked the car, took Dyane’s arm and led 
her inside to the British Airway’s gate. The ground hostess behind the desk knew 
Dani and greeted him. 

‘This is my wife,’ Dani told her proudly. Looking at Dyane, ‘come on.’ He 
took her arm and they moved towards the departure ramp. 

‘Dani ~’ Dyane protested. ‘Where ...?’ 


They had reached Gate 20. A man behind the ticket counter was processing 
the tickets of boarding passengers. A sign on the information board read: ‘Flight 
BA0315 to Paris — Departing 13:05 London to Paris, Arriving 15:25.’ 

He handed the tickets to Dani and he passed one to Dyane. 

Dyane stared at it, dazed. ‘What’s this for?’ 

‘Sorry Dyane,’ Dani smiled. ‘We aren’t going for a meal. I am actually taking 
you to Paris.’ 

Dyane’s voice broke. ‘Paris? Now?’ 

‘That’s right.’ 

‘But I’ve got no passport.’ 

‘Wrong,’ Dani replied, ‘I’ve got it in my pocket.’ 

“You’re crazy! I have—’ 


Dyane stared at him, lost for words. 


Memories of that day flooded back into Dani’s consciousness. It was a 
whirlwind of fun. Every hour of the day and night was crammed with things to do. 
They stayed at Hilton Paris Opera, a charming hotel on Rue Saint-Lazare and on their 
first morning, Dani took Dyane to a salon on the Champs Elysées where he wanted to 
buy out the entire store for her. They went on a visitor’s tour of Paris: to Napoleon’s 
Tomb, the Louvre, the Tuileries and Les Invalides. The next day they went to Les 
Halles—a focal point of Paris since the 11th century and which is affectionately 
known as “the belly of Paris”, a tour of Paris’s bustling central food market, where 
vendors sold fresh meats, fish and vegetables and finally they spent their last Sunday 
afternoon immersing themselves in Paris' culinary culture. During a gourmet tour they 
sampled delicious regional products such as breads, cheeses, meats and chocolates. It 
was a perfect time together. As Dani reminisced over the past he was dying to recreate 
that moment and couldn’t wait to see Dyane. = 
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CHAPTER TEN 


A t the age of eighteen Indian-born Dyane immigrated to Britain to pursue a 
career in modelling. She spent a period of time in the county of Kent—the 
garden of England, so named because of its orchards and allotments. When 

she married Dani Trevis she moved to London, the city that never sleeps. 

From an early age, Dyane quickly learned that if she opened her mouth and let 
out a cry, someone would hold and comfort her. 

Lying in her cot, next to her sister Anushka, visitors would stare down at them 
and would exclaim: what beautiful baby girls you both are. When you two grow up all 
the boys are going to go crazy over you. 

Dyane parents’ house in Mumbai, India was huge and well-furnished. She had 
everything she could ever have wanted. By the time she was five and started to meet 
other children of her age, she saw herself as better than them. In many ways she was 
right. Being brought up in a family where food and money were in abundance she was 
the envy of her friends. Her mother Suzanne took great pride in dressing up her two 
daughters. One day Suzanne happened to be in town with Dyane and on impulse 
entered her in a child of the year competition. By the time she went back to enter 
Anushka in the same competition she was told it was too late. She unsuccessfully 
pleaded with the organiser. When the results came out and Dyane came top, her 
picture was splashed on the first page of the local newspaper which made Anushka 
extremely jealous and she resented her mother for failing to enter her in the contest as 
well. Suzanne had never stopped blaming herself for that mistake. Inadvertently she 
had sowed the seeds of animosity and jealousy. 

Though Dyane’s parents could not get over the wonder of the exquisite beauty 
of their two daughters, there was at least one disagreement. Her father, Rawat Singh 
thought his daughters took after his good looks, whilst the mother thought otherwise. 

Dyane’s mother a born Londoner, was herself a beauty pageant, who knew 
how to carry herself well, with contours in all the right places. She was educated at 
Benenden school (Kent)—one of the leading full-boarding schools for girls with the 
ethos of complementing, not replacing, family life. Later on she continued her 
education at Bombay Scottish School—a private co-ed convent school in Mahim, 
Mumbai. Popular alumni from the film industry included actors such as Aamir Khan, 
Ranbir Kapoor, Abhishek Bachchan and Imran Khan; whilst her father, a tall 
handsome man with broad shoulders, wavy black hair, was a General in the Indian 
Army. Therefore it was no miracle to anyone to see Dyane grow and flourish and 
became more beautiful each day. 

Dyane loved being with her father. She adored him and always wanted to 
marry someone who looked just like him. When Dani had come along and she had 
discovered how alike he was to her father, she had to have him. 

At seventeen the promise of Dyane’s early beauty had been more than 
fulfilled. She had matured into a sophisticated young woman. She had fine soft 
dark-brown hair. Her skin was fresh and golden as though she had been dipped in 
honey. Her figure was stunning, with generous, firm, young breasts, a small waist, 
rounded hips and long shapely legs, with delicate ankles. Her voice was distinctive, 
soft and gentle. When she walked down the streets of Mumbai she was always 
receiving propositions from onlookers and she loved every second of it, which gave 
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her the idea of becoming a model. However, out of all the boyfriends she had had, 
Dani was the one and only for her, to live for and die for. 

It was seven in the evening; Dyane had gone to see Dani in his bungalow 
where he was convalescing. 

‘What a pleasant surprise! Come in,’ Dani said. “Let me take this umbrella 
from you. What a terrible day?’ 

‘Are you alone?’ 

‘No. Anushka is upstairs taking a bath. She will be there for a while.’ 

‘Ah ha!’ 


She took him into the conservatory where she thought they could talk 
privately. 

‘So, how are you Dyane,’ Dani asked, looking genuinely concerned. 

‘I’m fine. How is your arm?’ 

‘Some way to go before the plaster comes off, but I am coping.’ 


The strong wind outside was causing the branch of an ancient oak tree to 
pound against an upstairs window. The sharp cracking sound was quite disturbing. 
The heavy rain beating on the roof had caused the gutter to overflow. Flashes of 
lightning lit a room upstairs with intermittent roars of thunder. 

‘Dani, thank you for your card; now, I have a confession of my own to make.’ 

‘I am not a priest, but I can fake it,’ Dani said with a grin. 

‘When you walked out on me, besides being hurt I was determined that if I 
couldn’t have you then no one would, especially my sister. So, out of fury, I hired a 
hit man to kill you.’ 

“Yes I know. Your hit man told me. What I can’t understand is why you 
targeted me instead of your sister?’ 

‘I was mad with you for leaving me and I also wanted my sister to know what 
it was like to lose someone you love and need... my just punishment for her betrayal.’ 


Dyane adjusted her position. She started to feel a tear was about to drop out, 
but managed to hide it from Dani. She paused for a moment, her hands clinging to her 
seat. Just as a priest taking confession would do - Dani continued listening. 

‘When you took me to the cave, left me alone, promising you would come for 
me but didn’t,’ Dyane said, ‘I felt betrayed and immediately assumed you had 
purposely left me there to die, but I have since learnt that that was not the case. You 
actually organised a search party. So above all, I want to say sorry for doubting you. I 
want your forgiveness.’ 

‘Erhm... There is nothing to forgive. I would probably have reasoned just like 
you and acted just the same if I had been in your position.’ 

Unbeknownst to them Anushka had come out of the bath and was in the 
lounge/diner eavesdropping. Her breathing was so loud that she was afraid they could 
hear it. She quickly took a few deep breaths to get herself under control. 

‘I want to call a truce between us, Dani. I just need to force myself to live 
without you and move on.’ 

‘We can still stay good friends, can’t we?’ 

‘It is probably not a good idea, besides I’m not sure if the new woman in your 
life would approve.’ 

‘Actually I don’t care if she does approve or not. I don’t want you to move 
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‘What?’ 

‘I—I still have feelings for you and I want to be with you.’ 

‘I just don’t know what to say.’ 

‘Why do you think I came to see you and even spent two weekends with you?’ 


Dani got close to Dyane and kissed her on the lips. Dyane sat there paralysed, 
unable to move. She was lost for words. 
*...but what about...’ 


What about Anushka, Dyane was going to say but she did not finish her 
sentence. All the old feelings had returned, warming Dyane’s entire body, engulfing 
her in an indescribable, unbelievable excitement. Her seven heavens were here. He 
could not have been trying to kill me, she told herself. J got it wrong, yes I did. How 
could I have thought so badly about a man who still loves me? 

Slowly, her whole body was burning with desire. She started to get up, felt 
dizzy and was going to fall, but she managed to sit down before falling to the floor. 
Her heart was pounding wildly... 

Anushka heard it all. In a sickening panic she rushed outside into the side 
passage closing the front door behind her with a bang. She was instantly drenched by 
the cold, pouring rain and for the first time she became aware that she was wearing 
nothing but a bathrobe and a pair of knickers. It did not matter. All that mattered was 
that she needed to get out of that bungalow. Through the torrents of rain she could not 
see where she was going nor was she aware she was being followed. 

She headed towards the sea. The torrential storm had turned the path leading 
to it into a muddy swamp that sucked at her bare feet and slowed her down. She had 
finally reached the wet sand. She kept slipping and falling to the ground and her feet 
were bleeding from the sharp corals, but she was not even aware of it. To say she was 
in a state of shock would be an understatement, but she was. Although she kept falling 
when a gust of wind hurled her down, she still she managed to pick herself up and 
continue moving towards the sea. She was no longer conscious of the rain. The beach 
had suddenly opened out onto a dark, shaded area. She kept going ahead like a hunted 
rabbit, thoughtlessly putting one foot in front of the other, amidst the terrifying sounds 
of thunders and the flashes of lightning lighting the sky. 

After reaching the sea she stood there staring at it, the wind whipping the 
towel around Anushka’s body. The calm sea had turned into a seething, churning 
ocean driven by demonic winds that built up high waves that brutally smashed into 
one another. 

Anushka tried to remember what she was doing here, when suddenly it came 
to her. She was running away from Dani. He had betrayed her. Here she was thinking 
they were getting along well and they were soon going to get married. 

But how was she going to get away from Dani? She looked further down the 
beach and saw rowboats tied to their moorings, spinning around in the turbulent 
water, straining to break free. She had an idea. She hurried down to a boat and jumped 
in. Fighting to keep her balance she untied the rope holding it to the dock. Before the 
boat could leap away from the dock and soar to freedom, out of nowhere, Scorpio 
appeared. 

‘Hey you little slut, running away from me, are you?’ Scorpio asked, thinking 
he was talking to Dyane. 

‘Who are you?’ 

‘Not only have you cheated on me, but now you have lost your memory as 


well! Don’t play me for a fool!’ 

Anushka was knocked off her feet with a heavy punch from Scorpio. She 
pulled herself onto a seat and picked up an oar. As she tried to use it, the giant waves 
kept pitching the boat from side to side and spinning it around. Suddenly, the oar 
slipped out of her hands and fell in the boat. The strong waves were pushing the boat 
in all directions. The cold was getting to her; she began to shiver in an uncontrollable 
spasm. She felt something lap at her feet and as she looked down she saw Scorpio’s 
hands. She quickly grabbed the oar and tried to use it to hit Scorpio. The latter pulled 
at her feet and she fell backward. She started to cry, because the towel covering her 
body had become loose and fallen into the water. 

“Wow what a beautiful body you’ve got Dyane.’ 

“Why do you keep calling me Dyane, my name is Anushka.’ 

‘Dyane or Anushka who cares... Erhm... when did you change your name?’ 

‘I didn’t you dummy. Dyane is my twin sister!’ 

‘Pll be damned...Identical twin, hey!’ He immediately took off his raincoat 
and offered it to Anushka. ‘Here put this on.’ 

‘And who are you?’ Anushka asked. 

“You can call me Scorpio.’ 

‘What are you doing here Scorpio?’ 

‘Dare I say I was following you?’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Shall we get out of this rough sea?’ 


They stared at each other for a moment then paddled back to the shore, got out 
of the boat and made their way to Scorpio’s car which was parked only a few yards 
from where they were. It was an old British mini, but inside it was neat and clean. 

When they were inside the car, Anushka said, ‘I'll ask you again, why you 
were following me?’ 

‘Actually I was following your sister Dyane. I saw her enter the bungalow and 
when you came out, you looked so alike, I mistook you for Dyane.’ 

‘Why were you following Dyane?’ 

‘Look it is cold, why don’t we go to my flat and I’ll explain everything to 
you?’ 

‘Where do you live?’ 

‘In Albion Street, five minutes drive.’ 

She looked at him sceptically... and then decided to take a chance. ‘Okay let’s 


go. 


When they got to the flat, they wandered in. 

‘Do you live here on your own?’ 

“Yes, but I have a girl friend.’ 

‘What’s her name?’ 

‘Dyane.’ 

‘Do you mean my sister?’ 

He nodded. ‘Look I’ve got a dress I bought for her, it should fit you. 


Scorpio ordered two pizzas and the two of them ate and chatted about their 
backgrounds and lives, but there was a restraint to their conversation, a holding back. 
They were two strangers, probing, cautiously getting to know one another. It was 
already late and Anushka was feeling sleepy but she did not want to sleep there, nor 
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did she want to go home. She wanted to be taken to a hotel, but after lots of 
reassurance from Scorpio, she took his bed and he slept on the sofa in a sleeping bag. 

Anushka lay in bed, thinking about the future. She could hear the raindrops 
whispering, you ve lost him... you’ve lost him...you wanted Dani and now he is going 
back to his wife. 

For the next two days Anushka stayed with Scorpio but felt that she had been 
transported to another world. The atmosphere was initially very strange, but slowly it 
seemed to get better. Scorpio was easy to get on with. He brought in steaks and roasts 
to eat and after dinner, he would take out a new pipe and fill it with a rich smelling 
tobacco from a leather pouch labelled Savanna and relax. 

“You do know that my sister Dyane is still married, don’t you?’ 

‘The guy left her...’ 

Anushka cut in, ‘he did and he was living with me and we were going to get 
married.’ 

‘Were?’ 

‘The night you found me, I overheard him tell Dyane that he wanted to be with 
her. They had already spent the previous two weekends together. ..fucking cheats.’ 

‘What a bitch!’ 

‘Is that why you were running away?’ 


She nodded. 

‘What are you going to do now?’ Scorpio asked. 

‘The one thing I am not going to do, is to get back with him. Dani is history... 
If I were you I would forget about Dyane.’ 

Scorpio reflected on it. ‘Do you want a beer?’ 

‘I would prefer a glass of red wine, if you’ve got any.’ 

‘I forgot, you’re a classy broad - they don’t drink beer.’ 

“That was below the belt...Erhm...I’ll try one with you if that would make 
you happy.’ 

‘For one thing it would save me having to go to the liquor store,’ Scorpio 
grimaced. ‘...a glass of beer coming up.’ 

‘Just one and after that, promise you will drive me home.’ 

‘Cross my heart.’ 


Anushka watched as Scorpio went into the kitchen, opened the fridge and 
came out carrying two cans of beer and two beer-mugs. 

‘What shall we drink to?’ Scorpio asked. 

‘To us.’ 

He studied her for a moment and then said, ‘To us.’ 


They touched mugs in a toast and drank. As Anushka set her mug down, she 
surreptitiously glanced at the wall clock. Scorpio was talking to her, but Anushka only 
half-heard the words. Her mind was visualizing what Dani and Dyane were doing in 
the bungalow. 

“What are you thinking about?’ Scorpio asked. 

Anushka turned quickly. ‘Nothing.’ 

“You were not listening.’ 

‘I’m sorry. I suppose I was thinking about us.’ She turned to him and gave him 
a quick smile. 

‘You fascinate me,’ he said. 
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‘Aren’t all women like that?’ 

‘Not like you. I would never have believed that you are capricious and yet’ — 
he made a gesture — ‘first we are attacking each other in the boat and then suddenly 
we have spent two days together.’ 

‘Are you sorry, Scorpio?’ 

‘Of course not, but still I ask myself — why?’ 

“You already know why.’ 

‘Ah yes,’ Scorpio said. ‘You needed a place to recover from a nightmare. Fair 
enough. But there is something else that intrigues me. I believe you are a realist not a 
romanticist.’ 

‘What are you trying to say?’ Anushka asked. 

‘Nothing,’ Scorpio replied easily. ‘I’m just thinking aloud. I enjoy solving 
problems, Anushka. In time I will solve you.’ 

Anushka shrugged. ‘Once you have the solution, the problem might not be 
interesting.’ 

“We shall see.’ Scorpio set his mug down. ‘Shall we go?’ 

Anushka picked up the empty beer mugs. ‘I’Il just put these in the sink,’ she 
said. 


Scorpio watched as she walked into the kitchen. Anushka was just as beautiful 
and desirable a woman as Dyane, if not more and he would not mind possessing her. 
Two jilted people together, what a formidable pair they would make. 


Anushka came out of the kitchen. There was a worried expression on her face. 
‘The dress, I can’t take it?’ she said. 

“Why not?’ 

She made a face. “You bought it for Dyane. It wouldn’t be right.’ 

‘It wouldn’t be right to let you go home nude neither.’ 

‘Ah ha! Okay I'll return it to you later.’ 

‘If you want to please me,’ Scorpio said, “you will not be doing that.’ 

‘Shall we go?’ 

“You sure you don’t want to stay a few days more?’ 

Anushka grimaced. ‘That would be nice, but no, let’s go.’ 


38 2K 


The road to Anushka’s house winds along the River Thames. As darkness 
falls, the Thames takes on new personae. It was very difficult to make out the twists 
and turns of the river, the water appeared very dark and merged with the night sky. 
The bank of the river, before reaching Central London, had pools of highly lit 
factories and buildings with long gaps of darkness in between. 

In the comfortable front seat of the mini, Anushka and Scorpio talked. He told 
her about Dyane and how he came to know her. Anushka listened sympathetically and 
told him how difficult a romantic life was for a fledging actress. Each was aware that 
the conversation was a game, both of them keeping the talk on a superficial level that 
would give away no insights. 

The river was very silent. They could see how the river turned and some of the 
hazards. The Queen Elizabeth Bridge was in the distance, the river turned to the left to 
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approach the bridge. On the land jutting out from the left was the Broadness 
light-house, as when darkness falls and without this light-house, there were no other 
lights on this spit of land and without the light-house a boat could try and aim directly 
for the bridge. They reached the bridge and were passing under the two conical 
structures on the river bank to the right of the bridge which were air vents of the two 
tunnels that also carried traffic under the Thames at this point. 

‘May we stop for a bite to eat?’ Anushka asked. ‘I’m starving.’ 

Scorpio nodded. ‘Of course, if you wish.’ He raised his voice. ‘Look for an 
all-night restaurant.’ 

‘I’m sure there’s one around here,’ Anushka said. Scorpio swung the car 
towards the London Eye. He stopped the car in a bay, where several cars were parked. 
A block away a sign said, ‘Nandos.’ 

Scorpio got out and ran round to the other side of the car and opened the door 
allowing Anushka to get out. 

‘It’s probably open all night for the tourists,’ Anushka said. 


She heard the sound of a motor and turned around. A refuse lorry had driven 
up and stopped near the Mini. Two men wearing overalls got out of the lorry. One of 
the men looked hard at Anushka, then took out a tool kit and began to tighten a loose 
bolt near the rear. Anushka felt the muscles in her stomach constrict. She took 
Scorpio’s arm and they started to walk towards the restaurant. 

It was almost twelve o’clock before Scorpio had reached Anushka’s house. If 
Scorpio had expected Anushka to invite him in he would have been disappointed, 
because she just said ‘thank you’ and ‘goodbye’. Scorpio felt cheap. J know it’s late, 
but at least she could have offered me a nightcap and allowed me to decline, he 
muttered to himself. Before he had reached his car, the front door opened and 
Anushka re-appeared. 

‘Scorpio, would you like to come in for a nightcap?’ 

He grinned as he suspected she might have heard his grumbling. ‘No it’s late 
I'd better not.’ 


Scorpio got in his car and drove off. 2 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 


ow) yane and Dani were back together and they felt the most married couple 
in the world. They spent almost every moment together; they ate, talked 
and talked, trying to fill in the gaps of the lost months between them. 

Dani found Dyane to be more fun than before. Each day was a nerve wrecking 
adventure, a holiday. At night they went to parties or to the theatre and when they 
returned home, they made love. Every weekend they drove to the country and stayed 
at small Bed and Breakfast pubs and attended village exhibitions. At least once a 
week they went boating and fishing. When they went to the sea side, Dyane was 
terrified to enter the sea, mainly because she did not know how to swim, but Dani 
eased her fears by teaching her how to stay afloat and how to swim face-down near 
the surface wearing a snorkel. 

Dyane noticed a definite change in Dani. He was more loving, more attentive 
than ever before, though more demanding, but no less giving. After their lovemaking, 
she would feel so exhausted, as though she had ran a marathon. As the days went by, 
their lovemaking got better and better. She was less bothered by the attraction Dani 
held for other women as she seemed to be all that he wanted. To check it out, at 
parties she would proudly and deliberately introduce him to her new female friends 
and leave him chatting with them, but he would make no effort to socialise and would 
politely excuse himself then wander off into a corner with a drink. 

Life could not be better for either of them. 

In the meantime, Anushka and Scorpio had started to see each other and they 
appeared to getting on well with each other, whilst Michael Grant appeared to have 
given up chasing after Dyane and was concentrating on injecting more life into his 
marriage. 
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A few weeks later, whilst Dani was away on a business trip (something Dyane 
had always hated but couldn’t do anything about), she received a phone call from a 
mystery caller, who was threatening to kill her. Dyane had no idea who it was. She 
tried desperately hard not to panic, but her sleep became filled with unbearable 
nightmares and she awoke each morning with a feeling of impending doom. 

While studying herself in her bedroom mirror, one morning, she found herself 
looking at the image of a woman with anxious dark-brown eyes. ‘I hate how I look,’ 
Dyane said aloud. She walked into the kitchen and began to fix breakfast, forcing her 
mind to forget about the frightening phone call and concentrated on preparing an 
omelette. She turned on the kettle and put a slice of bread in the toaster. Ten minutes 
later, everything was ready. Dyane sitting at the table, picked up a fork, stared at the 
food for a moment and then shook her head in despair. Fear had taken away her 
appetite. 

This is ridiculous, she thought angrily. Whoever he is, I won’tlet him do this to 
me. I won’t. She had thought of ringing Dani to inform him about the threatening 
phone call but decided to wait until he returned. 
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Dyane glanced at her watch. It was time to leave for work. She looked around 
the familiar house, as though seeking some kind of reassurance from it. Until that day, 
Dyane had thought of it as a comfortable nest, a haven. Now it was likely to become a 
fortress, a place where no one could get in to harm her. Dyane examined the lock of 
the front door. It was fitted with a dead bolt. She turned off all the lights, checked to 
make sure the door was firmly locked behind her. Her car was already out of the 
garage. She looked around carefully, then slid inside it and locked the doors, her heart 
pounding. She headed downtown, under a sky the colour of malice - dark and 
foreboding. The weather report had predicted rain. 


Ten minutes later, Dyane was driving through the High Street. As she turned 
her car onto Oxford Street, she had an uneasy feeling that he was behind her, 
following her, but who? Why? She looked into her rear-view mirror. Everything 
seemed normal. However, her instincts told her otherwise. 


Ahead of Dyane was the extensive, modern-looking building where the Pure 
London catwalk was taking place. She turned into the car park, showed the guard her 
ID and pulled into her parking space. She felt safe here. 


As she got out of the car, it began to rain. It was past nine o’clock in the 
morning and the Pure London catwalk had already started. The latest women’s wear, 
foot wear and accessories were being brought to life as models were showing how to 
build looks and ranges from the show floor itself. There were eight sessions, several 
models, all young, were walking on a platform extending into an auditorium 
displaying clothes to a dedicated audience. 


As Dyane headed towards her changing room, her supervisor, Rodney 
Benson, approached her. 


‘Morning, Dyane.’ 


Rodney Benson was in his early thirties, a beefy, serious man with a pleasant 
personality. In the beginning, he had tried to persuade Dyane to go to bed with him, 
but he had finally given up and they had become just good friends. 

He handed Dyane a copy of the day’s programme. ‘Got this?’ 

Dyane looked at it. ‘I’ve got it.’ 


She went to do her walk and parading several outfits. Dyane was good at what 
she did. Half an hour later, as Dyane was returning to her dressing room, she sensed 
someone was following her. She looked back. It was Ronnie Ash. 

‘Good morning, Dyane.’ 


He had a very annoying voice which got on her nerves. Ash was the lighting 
manager. He was known around the plant as “Mr Fix it.” Whenever there was a 
problem with lighting, Ash was sent for. He was in his early thirties, thin and bald 
with an unpleasant, arrogant attitude. He had an obsessive personality and the word 
around the plant was that he was fixated on Dyane. 

‘Need anything?’ 

‘I am fine, thank you.’ 

‘Hey, how about we have a little dinner together? I know a good restaurant.’ 

‘Sorry I don’t have the time.’ 

“You have the time for the Deputy Prime Minister though?’ 

Dyane turned to look at him, angry. “Look, it’s none of your—’ 

‘I don’t know what you see in him, anyway. He’s old and married. I can give 
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you a much better time.’ He winked. ‘You know what I mean?’ 
Dyane was trying to control her temper. ‘I have to change.’ She needed to get 
ready for a lunch date with Dani who was returning from his business trip. 


Ash leaned closer to her and whispered, ‘There’s something you’re going to 
learn about me. What I want, I get.’ 


She watched him walk away and wondered: Could he be the one? 


At exactly 12:30, Dyane headed for The Sushi Co — at Canary Wharf, where 
she was meeting Dani. When she got there, she sat impatiently at a table near a 
window. She scanned the room and noticed the restaurant was half crowded. 

‘Are you waiting for someone?’ a waitress asked. 

‘Yes, my husband, but he has a tendency of being late,’ Dyane said, 
resentfully. 


She noticed a man sitting at another table ogling her. She looked away, opened 
a silver case and pulled out a cigarette. After lighting it, as she puffed out a mouthful 
of smoke she looked back at the table where the man was sitting and saw it was 
empty. She shook her head pondering whether there had indeed been someone sitting 
there. 

‘Dyane,’ a voice said. It was Dani. When he got no response he repeated, 
‘Dyane.’ 

‘Oh! I was day-dreaming,’ Dyane said as she gazed at Dani. 

‘What were you thinking about?’ Dani asked curiously. 


She briefly glanced back at the table where she thought she had seen a man 
ogling her and turned to Dani, ‘Oh it’s nothing really, I thought someone was giving 
me strange looks.’ 

Dani was not amused. ‘I’m sorry I kept you waiting,’ Dani said as he leaned 
over and kissed her on the cheek. 

‘Can’t you for once in your life be on time?’ 

‘I said sorry, didn’t I?’ 

“Yep! How many more of those do I have to take?’ 

‘I know you’re not exactly happy that I went away on business...’ 

Dyane cut in, “how could you, yes how could you go away and leave me on 
my own?’ 

“What are you talking about? I went on a business trip for God’s sake. This is 
how I earn a living and keep us in comfort. So, let’s not make a scene.’ 

‘You're right. I’m sorry.’ 


Dani sat down. A waiter came up to their table and handed them a menu each. 
A short while later, he took down their orders and withdrew. 
‘Well did you miss me?’ Dyane asked. 
‘Of course I missed you, how about you?’ 
‘I really wish you didn’t have to go away like that.’ 


Just as she was about to confide in Dani, the waiter came back with their 
orders. 

‘This salmon in avocado is really delicious,’ Dyane said as she started to eat, 

‘I agree... so what did you do whilst I was away?’ 

‘The usual - work, work and more work.’ 


‘That explains it.’ 

‘Explains what?’ 

“Why you look so tired and appear to be in a foul mood.’ 

‘I didn’t realise it showed. Actually the reason I’m in a foul mood, as you put 
it is...oh never mind... how was your trip?’ Dyane decided not to tell Dani about the 
threatening phone call. 

‘Fine.’ 

‘Just fine?’ 

‘The conference was well-attended...’ 


Once lunch was over and Dyane had returned to her car, it began to rain again. 
As she drove through the busy streets of London, the raindrops beat hard against the 
windscreen. She turned on her wipers and as they began to sweep across the pane of 
glass they sounded like they were hissing, He’s coming for you... he is coming for 
you... he is coming for you...’ Hastily, Dyane turned them off. Seconds later she 
turned them on again. He’s coming for you... he is coming for you... he is coming for 
you... 


Dyane managed to make it home and park her car in the garage. As she 
entered the house via the main door, she froze. Every light in the house had been 
turned on. She checked the lock of the front door and could not see any signs to 
indicate that it had been tampered with. When Dani came home she did not say 
anything to him about the light or about the call she had received. 

The next day Dani had already left and Dyane was running late for work. As 
she took a hurried shower, she heard the sound of a door opening and closing. She 
turned off the shower and listened whilst her heart pounded loudly. She stood there 
for a moment, her body glistening with drops of water, then hurriedly dried herself 
and cautiously stepped out of the bathroom and tiptoed into the bedroom. Everything 
appeared to be normal. /t’s my stupid imagination again, Dyane scolded herself. She 
needed to get dressed. She walked over to her lingerie drawer, opened it and stared 
down at it, disbelievingly. It was clear someone had gone through her undergarments. 
She always kept her bras and stockings neatly separated, but now they were all piled 
together. She was sure she had not mixed up her lingerie herself. 

Dyane suddenly felt nauseous, wondering if whoever had done this had used 
them to fantasize about raping her or strangling her. Should I tell Dani about this? 
Should I go to the police and risk them laugh at me? They would surely tell me off for 
wasting their time. To make it more believable I could tell them that someone has 
been following me, but what would I say if they asked me if I had seen who it was? 
They would surely ask me lots of questions which I would have no answers to and 
end up looking like a fool. No, going to the police was not an option, Dyane 
concluded. 

She dressed hurriedly, eager to escape from the house. J could go and stay 
somewhere else, the bungalow perhaps? He won't find me there. She quickly realised 
she was deluding herself. He probably knows more about me and I know nothing 
about him! 

At times like this, she was glad she owned a gun. J need to learn how to shoot 
straight, Dyane thought. She went into the wardrobe, picked up the gun and checked 
that it was loaded. She then took it to her bedroom and put it under her pillow. 
Suddenly she began to feel dizzy and decided to lie down for a bit. As she rested 
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herself on the bed she closed her eyes and inadvertently fell asleep. In her dreams, she 
saw someone was holding a knife. The hand was racing towards her, ready to plunge 
the knife into her chest. She screamed, ‘No!’ and immediately awoke and jumped to 
her feet, where she found Dani standing nearby. 

‘Dyane! What is it?’ 

She was trembling. ‘A man—’ 

Dani looked at her, bewildered. ‘What man?’ 

“He’s—he’s gone,’ she whispered. 

‘Gone? Gone where?’ 

She shook her head, ‘Nothing. I—I’ve been under a lot of stress lately, Dani. 
I’m sorry.’ 


“You have been working very hard lately, why don’t you go and have a talk 
with Dr Braverman?’ 

Dyane had seen Dr Braverman before. He was a psychologist hired by her 
company to counsel stressed-out models. He was not a medical doctor, but he was 
intelligent and understanding and it was helpful to be able to talk to someone. 

‘Yes, PI do that. P'll call him now to fix an appointment.’ Dyane said. 


Dr Braverman was in his sixties. His office was quiet, relaxed and 
comfortable. 

‘I had a terrible dream last night,’ Dyane said. She closed her eyes, reliving it. 
‘I was running. I was in a field... weird men with ugly faces were coming towards 
me... one man had a knife and was about to plunge it in my chest...’ she stopped and 
opened her eyes. 

‘Have you been running away from something?’ 

‘Erhm... II think I’m being followed, Dr Braverman. I know it might sound 
crazy, but—I think someone wants to kill me.’ 

He studied her face for a moment. ‘Who would want to kill you?’ 

‘I—I have no idea.’ 

‘Have you seen anyone following you?’ 

‘No.’ 

“You live with your husband, don’t you?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Are you seeing anyone? I mean romantically?’ 

‘No. Not now that I am reunited with my husband.’ 

‘So you were seeing someone when you were separated?’ 

‘Yes one, no correction, two people.’ 

‘To your knowledge, does either of them still want to continue seeing you?’ 

‘Yes but...’ 

‘Just because you have moved on doesn’t mean they have too—I mean 
sometimes when a woman doesn’t want a relationship to continue—well, a kind of 
tension can build up...’ 


What! Is he trying to tell me that I can’t change my mind and walk away? Has 
a woman got to stay in a relationship against her wish? 

‘I think you’ve just been working too hard, Dyane. I don’t believe you have 
anything to worry about. It’s probably just tension. Take it a little easier for a while. 
Try and get more rest.’ 

‘TPI try.’ 
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Dani had been waiting for her in the reception area. On seeing Dyane 
approach, he jumped up out of his seat and asked, ‘Well, what did Dr Braverman 
say?’ 

Dyane managed a smile. ‘He says I’m fine. I’ve just been working too hard.’ 

“Well, how about...,’ Dani said. ‘For starters, why don’t you take a break from 
your modelling?’ His voice was filled with concern. 

‘I can’t. There is a new line...’ 

‘Look I know you’re a super model, but I’m sure the industry will not fall 
apart just because you are taking a well-deserved rest.’ 

She looked at him and smiled. He means well, Dyane thought. 
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After returning to work, following a week off, Ronnie Ash spotted Dyane 
walking to her car. 

‘Hi, where have you been? I missed you.’ 

‘Oh hi,’ Dyane responded dryly. ‘Sorry I can’t stop...’ 

“You’re always in a hurry... can I get a lift with you?’ 

She shook her head and instinctively said ‘no.’ Dyane didn’t think it was a 
good idea. ‘Ask someone else...’ 

‘Come on, don’t be so mean?’ retorted Ash as he grabbed her arm. ‘I don’t 
live that far from you. Pleeeease!...’ 


Dyane hated Ash, could he be the one, she wondered. Dyane hesitated, but 
since he was begging, she decided to change her mind and replied, ‘very well, hop in.’ 


If he annoys me I can always throw him out. She reasoned. 


After driving for about ten minutes, Dyane turned to Ash and asked, ‘where do 
you live?’ 

‘Actual we are here. Stop behind that red car,’ he pointed with his finger. 
Dyane pulled over as requested and switched off the ignition. 


As Ash began to climb out of the car, he called out, “Why don’t you come in 
for a mo...?’ 


Although Dyane didn’t think it was a good idea, she was curious. Ronnie 
Ash’s flat was lightly furnished. There were posters of half-naked female models 
everywhere, including one of hers. Dyane was shocked. She couldn’t wait to get out 
of there. 

‘Take a seat.’ 

‘I can’t stay long, Ronnie.’ Dyane said. 

‘Of course you can,’ and tried to grab her arm. 

‘Don’t touch me.’ 


Ronnie Ash was not the kind of guy who took no for an answer. He forced a 
kiss on Dyane and she immediately retaliated by slapping him hard across his face. 
Somewhat surprised, Ronnie responded by punching her so hard that blood began to 


ooze out of her nose. Despite the agony she was in, Dyane managed to scratch him 
across the face and rushed out of his flat. 


Six o’clock that evening, Dyane turned on her TV and caught the end of an 
important news flash. 


‘.. found dead in his flat...police identified him as Ronnie Ash. 
Inspector CJ Fairfield has been assigned to the case. According to him 
somebody stabbed Ash to death. Forensics are currently combing through 
Ash’s flat and garden, taking any necessary pictures and samples that 
they require. Investigators are also still on site and are likely to remain 
there for several hours...’ 


At that moment, the earth seemed to shift. ‘Oh, no!’ æ 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 


etective Inspector CJ Fairfield wasted no time in putting his inquiring 

intelligence and stubborn tenacity to work. 

Early the next morning, CJ and his assistant Libby were having coffee 
together. 

“Where’s the body?’ Libby asked. 

‘In the bedroom,’ CJ replied. ‘His naked body was spread across the bed and 
the room was splattered with blood. The jagged edge of a broken beer bottle had 
punctured Ash’s back, over and over again and there were shards of glass in his body. 
His penis had also been slashed off.’ 

‘How gruesome,’ Libby said aloud. ‘How could one human being do 
something like that to another..?’ After a pause, ‘Did anyone see anything?’ 

“Yes. A passer-by reported that he had seen a woman rush out of the flat in a 
hurry around the time the murder was committed. She was holding a handkerchief to 
her nose.’ 

‘A woman did you say?’ 

CJ nodded. 

‘I doubt if a woman could do something like this?’ 

‘A jealous boyfriend or husband could?’ CJ replied. 

“Who found the body?’ 

‘A maid called Maria. She was very frightened when I saw her. Perhaps you 
go and to talk to her?’ 

‘Now?’ 

“Yes, now.’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 
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Dyane was still in a state of shock. The police will see my poster on his wall 
and will most likely want to talk to me. If they question me, I'll have to tell them I was 
there and they will immediately regard me as a suspect. Dyane squeezed her eyes 
shut tightly. My God, what’s happening? For a moment she thought of Scorpio who 
had told her he would kill for her, but she quickly discarded this possibility as she was 
aware he was seeing Anushka and from what she had seen, they looked very happy 
together. Of course it couldn’t be Dani as there was no reason for him to be jealous. 
While she was debating what she should or should not do, the door bell rang. She 
went to open it and was greeted by CJ Fairfield. 

“Yes, Inspector.’ 

‘Can I come in for a moment?’ 


Dyane nodded and opened the door wider. 

‘How are you Mrs Trevis?’ 

‘Much better, but you haven’t come here to enquire about my health have 
you?’ 

‘Not exactly.’ 


‘So to what do I owe this pleasure?’ 
‘Well I’m investigating a murder... a Mr Ronnie Ash.’ He watched her 
reaction and he could see her face redden. 


She had already guessed he was going to ask her about her visit to Ash’s 
flat. I’ve got to be careful, Dyane thought. 

‘Did you know Ronnie Ash?’ 
‘I didn’t know him very well, I knew of him.’ 

‘My understanding he was very fond of you?’ 

‘I—I guess so...’ 

‘Did you go out with him?’ 

‘I’m a married woman, Inspector! Briefly entering his flat does not equate to 
going out with him.’ 

‘Why were you there?’ 

‘He begged me for a lift. As he lived close to me, it would have been mean of 
me to have refused him... when I stopped to let him out of the car he insisted that I 
see his flat. I went in briefly and then left almost immediately.’ 

“You mean you didn’t stay and talk?’ 

‘We had nothing to talk about, I didn’t even like him.’ 

“You mean he did not even offer you a drink?’ 

‘As I have already told you, I went in and got out almost immediately. No talk, 
no drink...’ 

‘I’m sorry if my questions are upsetting you, Mrs Trevis...Is that the only time 
you have been to his flat?’ 

“Yes.” 


CJ sat there, studying her and she felt guilty. She wanted to tell him about the 
punch she had received from Ash and the threatening phone call she had received 
recently, but that would have led to more probing questions which she did not want. 

“You know, this is quite an unusual crime,’ CJ said, ‘a macabre crime with no 
apparent motive. Not drug related. Nothing taken and he didn’t owe anybody money. 
But he had the habit of chasing after women, which leaves just one possibility - 
jealousy or revenge. Yes, someone wanted to teach him a lesson but went too far. A 
jealous husband or boyfriend perhaps, wanting to protect their woman!’ 

“You seem to have it figured out, Inspector.’ 


CJ stared at Dyane for a moment and his eyes seemed to say, ‘I think somehow 
you are involved in this in someway, lady.’ He got to his feet, took out a card and 
handed it to Dyane. ‘If there’s anything you can think of, I’d appreciate it if you could 
give me a call.’ 

‘I’ve already got one of your cards, Inspector.’ 
‘Have another one, this way if you mislay one...’ 
‘Td be happy to call.’ 

‘Good day.’ 


Dyane watched him leave. 
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Later that day, when Dyane went to have a shower she noticed these words 
written with her lipstick on the door: 


Iam coming for you slut! 


Dyane stood there, looking at the frightening words in disbelief. Who could 
this crazy son of a bitch be? Could it have been Ash? 

The newspapers and TV stations were covering the story of Ash’s murder 
everyday, almost as if he was a celebrity of some kind, perhaps because of the 
macabre nature of his death. As for the police, total silence, mum was the word. 
Could they have reached a dead end? 

That afternoon, Dyane heard a knock at the door. It was CJ. 

‘What’s up, Inspector?’ 

‘Sorry to bother you again.’ 

Dyane looked at him unwelcomingly. 

‘Can I come in?’ 

She opened the door wider, ‘if you must.’ 

‘Thank you...’ CJ cleared his throat then said, ‘how many times has Mr Ash 
been in this house?’ 

Dyane’s heart began to pound. ‘Never.’ 

‘Can you then tell me how come he has this in his flat?’ CJ showed Dyane a 
pair of knickers... They are yours, I believe?’ 


Dyane recognised the lingerie immediately. She knew there was no point in 
denying that it was not hers, because it had her initials printed on the side. 

‘I don’t know, Inspector. I told you, I never dated him.’ 

‘This case gets more intriguing everyday, Mrs Trevis.’ 


Dyane listened anxiously, but still was not ready to come clean. If CJ was 
looking for assistance to solve the case, she was not going to be the one to help him. 

‘As I have already said, I was not interested in him and I told him so.’ Dyane 
confirmed. 

CJ nodded. He got up and made his way to the door. Before leaving he looked 
straight at Dyane, ‘This is one murder that will not go unsolved.’ 


Dyane could see the resolve in CJ’s eyes. As she closed the door behind him 
she wondered if he knew more than he was telling her, and if so, what? 
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Scorpio and Anushka continued to see each other and just after the death of 
Ronnie Ash, the couple took a short break on the island of Malta. They had lunch 
together every day. They even took the ferry and went on a tour to Gozo, an island in 
the Maltese archipelago in the Mediterranean Sea. The island is part of the Republic 
of Malta. After the island of Malta itself, it is the second-largest island in the 
archipelago. Anushka had never been there. With a population of around 31,232 (out 
of Malta’s total 443,227), and its inhabitants known as Gozitans, it is rich in historic 
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locations such as the Ġgantija temples, which, along with the other Megalithic 
Temples of Malta, are amongst the world’s oldest free-standing structures. The island 
is rural in character and less developed than its sister island of Malta. Gozo is also 
known for its scenic hills, which are featured on its coat of arms. 


They visited the Azure Window, a natural limestone arch—a remarkable 
geological feature. They also visited other notable natural features, including 
the Inland Sea and Wied il-Mielah Window. They explored the few sandy beaches, all 
small and wandered through seaside resorts that were quite popular with both locals 
and tourists, the most popular being Marsalforn and Xlendi. ‘Gozo is considered one 
of the top diving destinations in the Mediterranean and a centre for water sports,’ the 
travel agent had told them. 

Since many of the distances within villages were negligible and some of the 
roads were fairly quiet they tended to walk everywhere, but when they got to Victoria, 
the capital city, they found heavy traffic between the capital and Mġarr. As they were 
wearing good shoes and had a map, they used the footpath network. Unfortunately, as 
the roads were not always clearly marked they lost their way a few times, but it was 
all good fun. They enjoyed their ride on old Victorian buses and on the “Hop-on, 
Hop-off” tourist buses that operated in Gozo and on the open top bus tour of Gozo 
which started from the harbour of Mgarr with stops located along the route. 

They spent some time at museums and in gourmet restaurants. They drifted 
into a jewellery store. Half a dozen clerks were busy with customers. 

Scorpio looked around and said, ‘It’s—it’s fabulous.’ 


Anushka smiled. 

I would like to give you a small gift, to commemorate our visit here.’ 

‘No. That isn’t necessary. I—’ 

‘Please don’t say no.’ Scorpio led Anushka to a showcase filled with rings and 
necklaces. ‘Tell me what you like.’ 

Anushka shook her head. ‘Those are much too expensive. I couldn’t—’ 

‘Please.’ 


Anushka studied him for a moment then nodded. “Alright.” She examined the 
showcase again. In the centre was a large emerald ring set with diamonds. Scorpio 
saw her looking at it. There was also a beautiful gold necklace with a pendant. 

‘Do you like the emerald ring or the necklace?’ 

‘They are both lovely, but they’re much too—’ 

‘Please choose,’ Scorpio said. ‘You can also have both.’ 

“You are crazy.’ 


The clerk took out a small key, unlocked the case and pulled out the ring and 
the necklace. Scorpio held them in his hand and offered them to Anushka. 
‘No, Scorpio—’ 


He slipped the ring on Anushka’s finger. It was a perfect fit. He them hang the 
necklace around her neck. 

Anushka squeezed his hand. ‘I—I don’t know what to say.’ 

“You don’t’ have to say anything, the pleasure is all mine! Erhm... There is a 
wonderful restaurant called Tmun Mġarr not far from our hotel. Shall we go there for 
dinner tonight?’ 
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‘Anywhere you say.’ 
‘Sorted.’ 


Anushka was looking forward to dinner with Scorpio. It was going to be a 
lovely evening. As she dressed, she sang softly to herself. 
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Tmun Mgarr restaurant was situated right above the seashore, on the banks of 
Mġarr harbour. Walking in from the Gozo ferry’s drop-off point, it is clear to visitors 
that this restaurant sets high standards for the Gozitan culinary landscape. Run by 
husband and wife team Jane and Leli Buttigieg, they have been serving meat dishes, 
pasta and a range of seafood specialities for more than 25 years. Particularly worth 
noting was the couple’s very own bouillabaisse soup, made using no less than seven 
varieties of fish. 


Scorpio who had been to that restaurant before, arrived with Anushka at nine 
and they were warmly greeted at the door by the owners. 

‘Welcome.’ They were taken to their table. 

‘The food is excellent here,’ Scorpio assured Anushka, when they were seated. 

‘Shall we start with champagne?’ 

“Why not?’ 


For their main course, Scorpio ordered rockfish, tuna, tempura prawns, 
caponata, salad and chips with fish soup on the side. Scorpio also requested a bottle of 
Valpolicella, the most famous red wine in northeastern Italy’s Veneto wine region, to 
wash it all down with. 

Anushka kept studying the emerald ring and touching the necklace Scorpio 
had given her. ‘They’re so beautiful!’ she exclaimed. 

Scorpio leaned across the table. ‘So are you. I cannot tell you how happy I am 
that we met.’ 

‘Ditto,’ Anushka said softly. 


The music began. Scorpio looked at Anushka. ‘Shall we...?’ 
“Why not?’ 


Dancing was one of Anushka’s passions and when she was on the dance floor, 
she forgot everything else. 

Scorpio was holding her close. ‘You’re a wonderful dancer, Anushka.’ 

‘Thank you. You’re not so bad yourself.’ 


On the way back to the hotel, Scorpio asked, ‘would you like to come to my 
room and have a nightcap?’ 

Anushka hesitated. ‘Not tonight, Scorpio.’ 

“Tomorrow, maybe?’ 

She squeezed his hand. ‘Tomorrow.’ æ 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


Dani were spending a weekend at their bungalow. At 3:00 A.M., Dyane 
came downstairs for a drink. Suddenly someone grabbed her from behind. 
A hand covered her mouth and she heard a voice whispering into her ear telling her 
not to scream. She recognised the voice immediately. 
‘I’m going to remove my hand and if you scream, PI kill you. Got it?’ 


(Cj vm days after Scorpio and Anushka had returned from Gozo, Dyane and 


Dyane nodded and Scorpio slowly released her. 

‘What are you doing here, Scorpio?’ she whispered anxiously. 

‘So you little slut, I warned you what would happen if you left me.’ 

Tears ran down her cheeks, ‘Dani is my husband, I love him,’ Dyane said. 

‘What was I then, a spare on the side to fill in and do your dirty work? You are 
really something, a nasty piece of work.’ 

‘It was not like that.’ 

‘Oh right, what was it like then? Come on I am dying to hear.’ 

‘Scorpio, you’ve got to let me go, you have Anushka now.’ 

‘But it is YOU that I want.’ 

‘Well you can’t have me!’ Dyane snapped immediately. ‘I’m married to 
Dani,’ she added, begging him to understand. 

‘That didn’t bother you before.’ Scorpio forced a kiss on her. In the process, 
he knocked a beer bottle off from the kitchen counter and as it fell to the floor it made 
a loud smashing noise which woke up Dani. 


Dani noticed Dyane was not in bed. At first he thought she was downstairs 
making herself a drink and had accidentally dropped something, but then he heard a 
man’s voice. He knew then she was not alone. There must be an unwelcome or secret 
visitor in the bungalow, he figured. He grabbed his gun and before going downstairs 
he made a call to the police. He tiptoed downstairs and half way through he saw 
Dyane standing there in her nightie, looking anxious. He stopped. 

‘What are you doing?’ 

‘Making a drink, do you want one?’ 


At this point Scorpio came out of his hiding place. 

‘Who is he?’ 

‘It’s not what it looks like. I can explain.’ 

‘I’m sure you can. Let’s hear it. Make it good,’ Dani said pointing the gun at 
her. 

Scorpio cut in. ‘I'll explain,’ he said, moving a step closer. 

“You shut the fuck up,’ as he turned the gun towards him which stopped him 
in his tracks. ‘One more step and you are history.’ 

‘Dani...’ Dyane tried to intervene in an attempt to cool down the situation. 

“Yes my dear, I believe you were about to explain. So explain. What are you 
waiting for?’ and Dani turned the gun back onto her. 


In the distance, they could hear police sirens; the sound got louder and louder 
and then there was total silence. 
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‘First you sent someone to kill me and now him.’ He shook his head. ‘How 
stupid of me? I should have let you die in that cave... Women!’ 


Scorpio saw an opportunity and he surged forward in an effort to jump Dani, 
but the latter was quick to fire a shot sending his adversary to the ground. 

‘Oh no, you’ve killed him!’ Dyane shouted. 

“You in there,’ a voice from a loud speaker said, ‘this is the police. Put down 
your weapon and come out with your hands over your head.’ 

‘You hear that, Dyane. They want me to surrender. Suddenly I’m the baddy.’ 

‘T'I tell them you shot Scorpio in self defence.’ 

‘That’s very decent of you, Dyane, Dani said in a sarcastic voice. ‘Perhaps I 
should be grateful, but you won’t have a chance because I’ve got one bullet for you 
too,’ he said aiming the gun at her. 

‘Don’t shoot please; you'll be making a big mistake.’ 

‘No, no, no.” he shook his head. ‘The mistake I made was to fall back in love 
with you, when all the time you were cavorting with him... what a fool I’ve been!’ 

“You ve got it all wrong...’ 

‘One more word out of you and you are finished.’ 

‘I love you, I really do,’ Dyane said. 

‘Lies, nothing but lies.’ 


Dani was outraged. He felt deceived and betrayed. His hand was shaking. He 
suddenly flipped. You wanted me dead didn’t you? Then you’ve got your wish. Dani 
put the gun in his mouth and pressed the trigger. 
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In all the commotion, the police thought they were being shot at and opened a 
barrage of shots, which went on for almost five minutes. Each shot made a gaping 
hole in the building. The bullets were coming in such quick succession... they were 
raining on the walls, windows, doors and roof creating an unbelievable noise. When 
the bungalow finally began to crumble down, the shooters watched quite certain that 
no one could survive such an assault. They didn’t even bother to investigate. 
Miraculously Dyane had managed to escape the onslaught through a hidden passage. 
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In a cubicle in Boxgrove Cottage asylum, an almost unrecognisable Dyane 
Singh-Trevis was curled on the floor in a corner looking very distraught. Earlier, 
armed with a bible in her hands, she had been going round the ward blessing everyone 
and shouting profanities when they told her to leave them alone. When her only 
visitor, Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield came to see her, she insisted that unless he 
allowed her to remove the devil out of him, she would not answer any of his 
questions. In an attempt to get her attention, he told her that DNA evidence had 
revealed Ronnie Ash’s killer. Dyane immediately assumed CJ was about to point the 
blame at her. 

‘And you are here to arrest me, I suppose? Is it the scratch on his face that led 
you to this conclusion?’ 

CJ frowned. ‘Why did you scratch his face?’ 
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‘He was attempting to rape me and then he punched me hard on my nose.’ 

‘I see. That explains how your blood ended up on his floor,’ CJ thought aloud. 

‘What do you expect,’ Dyane snapped, ‘it was a hard punch...but I—I didn’t 
kill him.’ 

‘I know.’ 

Dyane’s mouth dropped. ‘You do?’ 

“Yes.” 

‘What are you here for then?’ Dyane asked, shaking her head. 

*...to tell you that you are off the list of suspects.’ 

‘Ahha! Then who killed Ronnie Ash?’ 

‘Scorpio.’ 

‘Scorpio?’ 

‘He went in Ronnie’s apartment after you and carried his gruesome act. He 
was also seen entering your house on several occasions.’ 

‘That’s who it was,’ Dyane mumbled, but did not appear to care, perhaps 
because she knew Scorpio was dead and could not harm her anymore. 

‘So was it him who wrote that awful message: 7 am coming for you slut on my 
shower door?’ 

CJ said, ‘a fair assumption...Erhm...Why didn’t you call the police?’ 

‘I didn’t think I would be taken seriously...the police have not exactly been 
my best friends!’ 


Dyane began sobbing uncontrollably. CJ put his arm around her and patted her 
shoulder. ‘Come on. It’s over, no need to fear him anymore.’ 

Dyane took a deep breath. ‘I wished I had contacted you guys when I felt I 
was being followed, when I suspected someone had entered my house and turned on 
all the lights and when someone had opened a drawer, gone through my... my 
underwear... still I thought it was my imagination.’ 

‘We also think he took a pair of your knickers and planted it in Ronnie Ash’s 
flat.’ 


She took a deep breath. You know, Dani would still be alive if I had done the 
right thing. I’m so sorry. It’s—it’s my entire fault,’ Dyane admitted and burst into 
tears. 

‘Don’t be too hard on yourself,’ CJ said. 


She opened the bible and started to sing Ave Maria. 


38 38 3k 


In bed that night, Dyane began to realise what a lonely woman she had 
become, confined in a cubicle, desperate for someone to talk to, someone to love and 
be loved. How could a very rich woman like her, who was short of nothing and at the 
height of her career fallen so low? No one could understand, least of all her father, a 
wealthy Army General who was once proud of her and gave her a large allowance. 
When she then went on and married a billionaire who loved her, she just didn’t know 
how to reciprocate. Now that she had lost the very man she adored, it was as though 
all her emotions had been sucked out of her and she was left feeling drained. 
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Once Michael Grant had heard that Dyane was in a mental institute, he found 
himself in a state of disbelief and the strength of his reaction surprised him. Even after 
being let down by Dyane, memories of her evoked a pain in him that was as sharp as 
ever. No one had ever touched him as she had and no one ever would again. Since 
Dyane’s demise, Grant had not been able to think of anything else. He had written to 
her, offering to do whatever he could to help, but he received no reply. He had no 
intention of visiting her in the sanatorium, but he knew he could not stay away. He 
told himself that it was because he wanted to see whether she had changed since they 
had lived together. And yet there could have been another reason. Whatever that was, 
it was a well guarded secret. 

The ministerial car stopped and the chauffeur announced that they had arrived 
at the Boxgrove Cottage asylum. The excitement of the anticipation of seeing Dyane 
again made Michael forget the past. 

Dr Irvin Young, recognised as one of the leading psychiatrists in the world 
was also with him. The Lancet regularly carried articles written by him. In the past, he 
had attended to a Prime Minister and even a member of the Royal family. He got out 
of the car, a man of average height, with a round intelligent face, dark-brown eyes and 
strong hands. He looked tired. To be fair it had been a long day. Since he had woken 
up that morning, he had already visited half a dozen patients, attended two board 
meetings, one at his local hospital and another at a private clinic, and now he was 
about to meet Dyane Singh-Trevis, a woman he had met a couple of times at 
exhibitions and had admired. From what he had already been told, there was little he 
could do for her, but he was going to do his best. Each time he had met her he had felt 
an indescribable feeling that any man would feel when being close to a gorgeous 
woman like Dyane. He of course, did not expect to see her at her best. 

It was no surprise to Dyane when the ward sister appeared at her cubicle to tell 
her that Michael Grant and Dr Young were coming to pay her a visit. 

She was taken to a private room where she was discreetly left alone with a 
makeup case to prepare herself for the visit. She used the makeup that lay on the table 
and made herself look her best and when she finished she walked over to the window 
and looked out. It was the first sight she had had of the outside world in two months. 
She stared out of the window and watched the traffic below on Oxford Street. Men, 
women and children were hurrying home to be united with their families. For the first 
time in her life Dyane regretted her situation. She was full of self-pity. The models 
she worked with despised her because she presented herself as superior, envied her 
because she was a young, beautiful and a rich supermodel who was always getting 
most of the attention from wealthy and famous men. 

In the past Dyane had been reckless, squandering time as though it were 
eternal, but now something in her had changed. The imminent prospect of losing the 
little bit of sanity she still had, had made Dyane realise for the first time how much 
she wanted to regain her mental health. There was a fear building inside her and that 
was growing and she prayed that this psychiatrist could give her back her sanity. 

When the two visitors showed up, it was as though they were looking at a 
Miss World contestant - an exquisite beauty. 

‘Hello, nice of you to come and see me.’ 

“When I heard what had happened to you,’ Grant said, ‘I didn’t want to come 
and see you.’ 

‘Oh, why did you then?’ 

Grant replied quietly, “because you took something from me. I’ve never 
needed anyone before until you came along...’ 


90 


‘Oh Michael’ 

‘No please,’ he paused and took a deep breath, ‘let me finish. I’m not as young 
as I used to be,’ he said softly. ‘If I could do without you, believe me I would. But I 
can’t,’ he admitted and sounded sincere. ‘I can’t go through the remainder of my life 
without you by my side.’ 


She fought to show nothing of what she was feeling inside. 
‘If Dr Young can give you back your sanity, would you come back to me?’ 


To stay? Dyane sought confirmation. Hundreds of images flashed through 
Dyane’s mind. Dani was no more, he was gone for ever. Michael had been good to 
her. She looked up at him, he had served his purpose, but nevertheless he was still 
useful. 

“Yes, Michael.’ 


Grant stared at her, his face filling with emotion. ‘Thank you,’ he said. ‘I’ve 
brought Dr Young with me; he will do whatever he can within his power to get you 
well again. 


She knew of Dr Young and how brilliant he was and with Grant by her side, 
there was hope for her after all. Irvine sat at the table facing Dyane. If he could help 
Dyane why should Grant have her? He wanted her for himself. When it comes to love 
it’s all fair, he reckoned. 

After running a few psychological tests, Dr Irvine Young felt confident he 
could help her, but he was not going to hurry, as just like any other man he had his 
own selfish desires to fulfil. However, here lay his dilemma—his Hippocratic Oath 
which required him to uphold specific ethical standards. For the first time in his 
professional life, Irvine found himself beginning to become emotionally involved 
with a patient: he wanted Dyane to be his fallen slave. He had gone to see her at 
Michael Grant’s request and he was totally unprepared for the reality. Though 
his appearance belied it, he was slightly younger than Grant and a connoisseur of 
women. He recognised the special qualities that Dyane possessed. It was a joy for him 
to merely sit and talk with her. While in a way he could understand Dyane’s liaison 
with a man like Grant, in another way her involvement with him puzzled Irvine. He 
felt that she was far above an old man like Grant, ignoring the fact that although his 
own surname may be Young, he was not that young either! 

Dr Irvine Young had never got married, but had had many mistresses and now, 
when he had found the one woman who he felt was worthy of being his wife, she was 
out of his reach. He looked at Dyane now, sitting opposite him, beautiful and 
reasonably calm wearing a simple purple wool suit with a plain, high-necked white 
blouse and thought that she looked like a fairy tale princess. If he was going to win 
her over, now was the time. 

Dyane noticed Dr Young staring at her and gave him a timid smile. He smiled 
back, but his mind was already turning to the difficult task that lay ahead of him. It 
was time to call it a day. 

“Well can you help her,’ Grant asked Dr Young. 

He kept his answer short. ‘Possibly!’ 


Every week Irvine Young came to visit Dyane under the pretext he needed to 
explore her mind to try and track down what was causing her mood changes, when in 
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reality he was satisfying his own need to be close to her. His visits continued for 
weeks. 

Dr Young even started Dyane on a course of psychoanalysis, investigating the 
interaction of conscious and unconscious elements in her mind and bringing repressed 
fears and conflicts into her conscious mind using techniques such as dream 
interpretation and free association. He also tried Ericksonian hypnotherapy using 
indirect suggestion and storytelling to promote a positive feeling between them. 

Dyane was getting impatient. The thought of her spending the rest of her life 
in an asylum horrified her. When Dyane discussed her progress with Dr Young, he 
pretended to empathise with her, but he wanted to be sure that Dyane was in the frame 
of mind that would make his proposal attractive. After a lengthy discussion he put 
forward a suggestion. 

“Yesterday I had a conference with the medical team,’ Irvine told Dyane. 
‘They are impressed with the progress you are making, albeit somewhat slow. 
However—’ he paused, delicately, ‘I was able to — Erhm — persuade them that your 
long term interests would be best served if you were released under my total care, 
instead of you staying here.’ 

‘I don’t understand,’ Dyane said pretending to be confused. 

‘If you are willing to come and stay with me,’ he paused, ‘I will be able to 
take better care of you on a long term basis.’ He smiled. 


Dyane missed Dani very much and when he killed himself, a part of her died 
with him. On balance what Dr Young was offering was a very good proposition so she 
gratefully accepted it. 

She turned to Dr Young and said, ‘That is fine with me.’ 


Dr Young looked at her and there was a triumph in his eyes. He was in love 
with her and had had to use all his skills and a bit of trickery to win her from Grant. 
What he didn’t know was that Dyane had outsmarted him. She had deliberately 
encouraged him to fall in love with her because she needed him, needed to make sure 
that he would stop at nothing to rescue her, to make her better. Getting herself out of 
the asylum had become paramount. She could not have been more pleased that 
everything had worked out to her satisfaction. 

Everyday after that, Dyane lived in memories of the past. There was no longer 
an audience for her to parade to. Her entire world had been reduced to a modest 
apartment that was not much different to a clinic functioning as a modern lunatic 
asylum combined with a private museum filled with yesteryears photographs. 


Life way funny... once she had gone to great lengths to have Dani killed because he 
jilted her, but once he was gone, she wished she could miraculously bring him back. 
Now, she all she had left was to be content with what Dr Irvine Young was providing. 

As the days went by, deep inside, Dyane continued to blame herself for Dani’s 
death. Night after night she woke up screaming and believed Dani’s ghost was 
haunting her. 

‘For several nights I have watched Mrs Trevis, but I haven’t seen any ghost,’ 
the night nurse told Dr Young. 

‘When was it she last complained?’ 

‘Last night Doctor... I have seen her get out of her bed, put on her night-gown, 
open her wardrobe, take a dress off the hanger, examine it, fold it, afterwards unfold 
it, put it back on the hanger and then return to bed. She did all this with her eyes 


closed.’ 

‘A very disturbed and troubled state, indeed,’ said Dr Young, ‘to be asleep and 
yet do the things you’ve just recounted! Have you heard her say anything else?’ 

‘I can’t tell you that doctor.’ 

‘Why not nurse? It is most important that I know everything.’ 

At this point Dyane came out of the bathroom and entered the bedroom 
carrying a lit candle. 

‘Look doctor,’ said the night nurse, ‘here she comes! This is her routine and as 
you can see her eyes are closed.’ 

‘Where did she get that candle?’ 

‘The candle was on her bedside table. She insisted I put it there.’ 

“You are right, her eyes are closed.’ 


Together they watched her walk to her bed, placed the candle on her bedside 
table and before getting into bed, they heard her beg: ‘I’m so sorry Dani, please, 
forgive me.’ 

‘She has been doing that routinely too, always saying the same words.’ 

‘What a pitiful sight!’ Dr Young said. ‘You have witnessed something you 
should not have. Not a word about it to anyone.’ 

‘My lips are sealed, doctor.’ 

‘I’m afraid to admit that Mrs Trevis is very ill. This disease is beyond my 
practice; her husband Dani is dead and buried and cannot come out of his grave, yet 
his presence continues to exist in her mind. It is a testimony that revenge is not always 
sweet...an infected mind can not always be helped by a psychiatrist; sometimes it 
requires divine intervention... God, forgive us all!’ After a slight pause, Dr Young 
said, ‘Remove anything that she could use to harm herself and continue to nurse her. 
Good night.’ 

Would Dyane ever find the peace she now sought? = 


-theEnd- 
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Enrico Swanson was a hard working man. Weary of the bleakness of his 
future, in his homeland where the rich got richer and the poor got poorer, 
he gathered his belongings and boarded a ship to a land of plenty. After 
he married Henrietta, his small wage working as a Civil Engineer was 
just about enough to pay his mortgage. He held two jobs working very 
long hours to provide for his small family. Enrico and Henrietta kept 
themselves to themselves. It was Ist September 2011 and they were 
excited because their daughter Petra, a 25-year-old university graduate 
from London, was returning home after four years of absence. They had 
cooked the best dinner they could afford to welcome her. What happened 
a week after her return launched a series of events that would trouble and 
haunt the Swanson family for years! 
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BOOK 1: The folly of Laura is a prequel to a touch of Desire 


Laura is married to a successful surgeon and has just moved into 
a new house in Islington with her 7 year old son. One morning when she 
is home alone, a stranger comes in and rapes her. Fearing that her 
husband will blame her for allowing it to happen, she decides not to 


report the crime to the police. 
Days later the stranger returns and bizarrely Laura starts an affair with him but soon after, 
decides to break off the illicit relationship. 


Coincidentally someone kidnaps her son. After discovering the 
identity of the abductor, she decides to meet with him. Can Laura rescue 
her son and save her marriage? 
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BOOK 2: A touch of Desire is a Sequel to the novel the folly of Laura 


Laura’s best friend, Desiré, is a retired model who is married to antique art dealer, Peter 
Emery. Bored with her dull and lonely life, she periodically frequents a brothel for distraction until one 
day a man comes to clean her swimming pool. She starts an affair with him and very quickly falls for 


him hook, line and sinker. 
Who is this man? Is he the man who will bring Desiré the happiness she craves, or is he a devil 
in disguise with nothing but vengeance on his mind? 
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BOOK 3: 

Revenge of the Beast is the third book in the series SEX, 
LIES & MURDER. It is a sequel to book one: The Folly 
of Laura and book two, A touch of Desire. 


Antonio Bellucci is presumed dead when he was shot 
twice and ran into the sea in Herne Bay, Kent, England. 
Is he the road to happiness for Desiré or the worst 
nightmare for the Wilsons? 
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BOOK 4: 

Death at the Geldens Hotel is the fourth book is the series 
SEX, LIES & MURDER. Michaela Wilson had it all—a 
successful career, a brand new house, and a loving husband. 
Whilst on honeymoon on the island of Mauri Tsui, she is 
tragically strangled in her hotel room. This senseless act of 
brutality robbed this beautiful English rose of a wonderful 
and vibrant life. 


On the hunt is Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield. Will he risk 
his life to find the killer or killers or will it just be another 
open and shut case? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-758-2 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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Along Came Kevin is a crime thriller that a mainstream publisher in his native 
country did not want you to read because ‘the plot may be a bit too dynamic for 
the Mauritian society and context.’ 
It is a story of deception and murder concerning a brilliant car mechanic, Chad 
Donaldson, who is married to Amanda Price, a stunning, sexy and brilliant dance 
teacher from Essex who is fifteen years his junior. After seven years of what he 
thought was a happy marriage, his life turns upside down when he learns her hidden 
secret. How will he handle his discovery? Will Amanda's and Chad’s life ever be the 
same again? 


A Step Too Far is a great book, a 
perfect blend of love story 
(romance) and suspense. Somehow, 
it feels that at the beginning the 
author was driving slowly on the 
roundabout and preoccupied by 
which road to take to reach his 
destination. However, the language 
becomes more fluid as he leaves the 


roundabout. 
Mrs. Vicky Duval, reader from Mauritius. 


A Step Too 
Far is a 
thrilling story 
of love, hate 
and murder. 
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A thrilling story of love, hate and murder 


Pretti Evans meets and falls in love with billionaire Richard Brent. Her ex-boyfriend can’t accept that 
his four-year-long relationship with her has come to an end. After failing to regain her affection, he 
vows that if he cannot have her, no one else will. When Pretti ignores his threat and marries Richard, 
she sends him into a fit of fury. How far is he going to go to put asunder what God has joined? 
Moreover, is he going to succeed in achieving his goal? 


ISBN 978-1-78808-454-3 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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Mrs Diana.C., Reviewer from Ashford. Kent. UK. 


It is about a beauty therapist called Samantha who whilst on holiday in Venice with her parents, falls in 
love with Ed, an English gigolo. They elope to get married but the romance does not last long and after 
divorcing each other, they go their separate ways. Ed goes to fight in Iraq whilst Samantha meets and 
marries Clive, a plastic surgeon who is more than twice her age and she gives birth to a daughter. Five 
years later Ed comes back home to attend the funeral of his father. By chance, Samantha and Ed meet 
again. Though Samantha rebuffs Ed’s advances, determined to win her back he pesters her. Days later, 
Ed is shot dead in his bed-sit. Who has done it? Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield investigates. 
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You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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Bride In Waiting, is a by Sydney S Chellen is a tale of 
compelling read. It’s love, adultery and treachery and the 
passions and tensions they arouse in 
an Asian family. The ending may 

i surprise some readers. Set on the 
tva uvae cue island of Mauritius the story will 
we be allowed to adapt well in a typical Bollywood 
have our cake and movie, with singing, dancing and 


eat it? sobbing! PreVal, a reviewer. 
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of ‘Torn between 


Bride in Waiting 

This is a thrilling story of love and tribulations. 

Dr Rama Kaminski has been married to Maya for ten years. They have a beautiful daughter, a detached 
house in the city and two cars. They seem perfectly happy — except Rama is secretly having an affair 
with his assistant, Dr Gud. The latter desperate to have Rama for herself, threatens to end the affair 
unless Rama divorces his wife and marries her instead. Rama has to choose between his family and his 
lover. 


ISBN 978-1-78972-052-5 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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“What would you do if your identity 
was stolen by someone who looked 
just like you? A rollercoaster ride of 
deceit that will keep you on the edge 


of your seat until the end.” 
Macdadd. A reader from Kent. 
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Ti Achilling.story-of mistaken identity,-revenge ahd murder 


Life is about to change for Bono Spencer, an art dealer who is married to a beautiful 
Russian nightclub singer. Returning home from his latest business venture, Bono 

finds himself embroiled in s case of mistaken identity. Once his life was simple and 
uncomplicated, now Bono has to fight to get back his home, his wife and his life. Will 
he find the help he needs to fight back? 


ISBN 978-1-78972-053-2 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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As the COVID-19 pandemic rages throughout the world, a terrorist and a mad scientist set out to make 
the most of the situation by kidnapping some world leaders and holding them to ransom. The situation 
was becoming desperate until a British Secret Agent jumped into the game to eradicate the villains, but 
the latter were prepared to retaliate. How far would they go? Learn more by going through this new 


novel by Sydney S. Chellen, a master of intrigue. REVIEW by Prega Valaydon, 14 May, 2021 
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A team of doctors tries to save the life of a Prime Minster who has collapsed and has been 
rushed to hospital where he is diagnosed as having caught COVID19. In an attempt to rid his 
body of the deadly virus, a capsule and its crew is miniaturised and pushed down his 
windpipe. Is the crew taking too much of a risk as they run against the clock?... 


REVIEW: The voyage inside the human body is written in plain English making it quite educational as 
well as entertaining. Mrs. Carr, a reader from South Wales. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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The man who 


LOST HIS SOUL 


Sydney S Chellen 


2021-2022 


Donna Rees, a beautiful thirty-five—year-old blonde-haired millionairess has for the last three years been 
living a peaceful life with her handsome toy-boy, Jeff Larson—ten years her junior. One evening she 
receives an international call claiming Jeff is a dead man walking. He has traded his soul in settlement of a 
gambling debt. The only way Donna can save Jeff is for her to settle his debt in ten equal instalments over a 
period of ten weeks. She is given a limited period to decide whether to pay the money. She naively signs a 
dodgy contract. Caught up in a financial fraud, she finds herself stranded in a foreign country. Soon she 
discovers a plot to murder her. Can she act quickly and save her life? 


Reviews 


Set in the UK and Nigeria, this new novel starts with a financial fraud, followed by impersonations, 
treachery and murder. In his usual style, the writer blends mystery and suspense. The pace is fast keeping 
the reader on the edge. Prega Valaydon, 2021. 


Wonderful Romance. Full of suspense. Read at one go easily with scenes that are lively. The reader’s 
turmoil accumulating is dissolved by the happy ending. Regular Reader, VDC, Mtius, 2022. 


My friend recommended this novel. It is a 5-star for sure. Once I started reading I couldn’t stop! Many 
twists and turns. Amazon Reviewer. 


I’ve been looking for a romantic thriller novel to read and found my fix! Based on a 
millionairess who got caught on a financial scam and quickly found her life was at risk. I loved the narrative 
from start to finish, the plot, everything! - Goodreads Reviewer. 


Once I started to read I found it very hard to stop. Very easy to get lost in it’s various twists and turns with 
every turn of a page speculation and curiosity grew. Donna’s naivety and stupidity led her into dangerous 


territories. One that every woman who doesn’t want to get scammed should make a point of reading. Reader 
from London. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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A man decides to abandon his ten-year-old marriage and sets up 
house with a woman living on opposite side of the road, who 
happens to be the identical twin sister of his wife. The latter decides 
to take revenge using a cunning plan. Is she going to succeed in her 
endeavour, or will she end up hurting herself? 
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